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PREFACE 


"THIS volume may I hope please those who care 
L for poetry, whether they know Greek or not, and 
at the same time help to give a truer notion of what 
Greek poetry was like. The specimens translated 
range from the 7th century B.C. (its earliest surviving 
lyric) to its latest utterance in the 6th century A.D., 
and with only one or two exceptions have been chosen 
solely for their merit, in some kind, as poetry. For 
the most part they are nearly in the order of their 
date; except that the three Latin pieces (pp. 229—239) 
are placed next to the Alexandrians, because it is to 
them that they belong in true relationship. 
Interspersed among these are translations into 
Greek verse of various forms and dialects. It is 
enough that there are many people who find pleasure 
in such things. As connoisseurs, they taste and 
estimate the Greekness of them, exercising faculties 
which are partly artistic, partly critical, and enjoying 
their trained consciousness. And none enjoy such 
things more keenly than young students,—to whom 
old experience may have something new to show. 
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But they may venture, I believe, to claim a 
further literary value :—they can illustrate, as nothing 
else can do so vividly, affinities in thought and manner 
between writers in two different languages. Many 
of Heine's lyrics, for example, seem to me precisely 
like Greek ‘Epigrams’: their tendency, no doubt, 
is rather to be like those written in the Roman period, 
but some, too, are strikingly Callimachean. Heine 
was in fact steeped in the Greek Anthology and in 
Catullus; and I fancy that some of these translations, 
written for a Cambridge collection in 1904, have served 
to make this literary kinship recognised, for before 
that I had not seen any of his lyrics turned into Greek 
epigrams, while several have appeared from more than 
one hand since.— Another poet who owed much to 
Greek is Wordsworth, and a glance at pp. 217 and 
219 will show how like Callimachus in manner are 
two lyrics which might fairly be considered most 
‘Wordsworthian’ I should like it to be felt that 
Signor Ferrari's balatina оп p. 12, of which Carducci 
said that Petrarch, were he living, would not be 
ashamed of it, is just such a little piece as Sappho 
might have written; and that Victor Hugo's Сийате, 
that fine and moving poem in Les Rayons et les 
Ombres, is one to which Theocritus would have been 
glad to put his name.—On other pieces I have said 
something in the Notes. 

And thus, if made discreetly, they should be 
able to reflect some counter-light on Greek itself. 
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Only, we must use discrimination, and take care 
that what we choose for rendering into Greek shall 
really bear the stamp of Greek in style and sentiment. 
Not seldom one may see Greek made to say what 
certainly it never would have said, and to compose 
in metres which no Greek would ever have adopted 
for the purpose; for the Greeks were peculiarly 
sensitive to propriety of metre. However great their 
skill of execution, such performances are valueless, 
because they are artistically wrong ; indeed they may 
be worse than valueless, because misleading. 

Now I will take occasion to make some remarks 
upon translating from the Greek in general Not 
a few of these originals have been described as 
*untranslatable. It is a term that piques one :—but 
I think it is applied too readily ; and once applied, 
a term like that is apt to be repeated lightly and 
become a superstition. There is a sense, of course, in 
which everything is untranslatable. A man may write 
what is as good, or even better than the original, but 
from the nature of the case it cannot ever be precisely 
the same thing; and there are even moments when 
one feels it something of a desecration to translate at 
all. But that is surely overscrupulous, a weakness 
which, if all had yielded to it, would certainly have 
left the world—imagine how much poorer! 

Hard to translate may be conceded, to the last 
degree of difficulty; but untranslatable ought not to 
be said unless the conditions in some special case 
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preclude translation. I believe there are such cases ; 
but I believe also that the conditions can be more or 
less defined, and that the definition will be found both 
true and useful. 

Translation with success is always possible when 
in the translator’s language there exists a native form 
and manner corresponding: when there exists no such 
model, then, but only then, translation may perhaps 
be sometimes called impossible. Why is it that we 
have no really satisfactory translation of Homer? 
Simply because there is no native Homer in our 
tongue, no corresponding model which embraces all 
the necessary qualities, 

Homer wrote, as we know, in a perfectly 
developed form of Verse, and any rendering which 
omits that element of beauty and emotion can but 
give us at the best a somewhat shadowy Homer, 
Still, in spite of this, the version which in our day has 
been most generally accepted is undoubtedly the prose 
of Messrs Butcher and Lang and Leaf and Myers; 
and that is not because it is more accurate in detail, 
though it is that also, but because the nearest congeners 
of Homer in our language are the Bible and the 
Morte d’Arthur and, what have now become familiar 
to us, the prose Sagas of the Norse. An English 
reader recognises a prose Homer, and is ready to 
adopt him in the family. 

The other most conspicuous absence, when we 
think of our translated verse, is Pindar; and the 
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reason is the same—in English there is nothing native 
corresponding to that form of composition. But when 
there does exist a native model fully corresponding, a 
translation in that manner has a place prepared for it ; 
success or failure will depend upon the execution. 
There is surely no more close affinity, historical and 
spiritual and artistic, than between the great dramatic 
speech of Aeschylus and Sophocles and the heroic 
language and blank verse of our Elizabethan Drama- 
tists and Milton: there we have the instrument, and 
only want the players touch. 

But sometimes the original may have to wait until 
there is a vessel to transfer it into. Thus it would 
not have been possible, perhaps, to translate Plato 
adequately until recent times, until, thanks largely to 
Ruskin—whose own style, as I suspect, owed more 
to Plato than he was himself conscious of—our prose 
had mastered all that flexible variety of tones and 
powers, as ease, lucidity, precision, humour, grace, 
urbanity and eloquence, together with what may be 
called, perhaps, modernity of tone, which Jowett in 
our time has used upon the whole so admirably. The 
translations here from Ibycus (p. 27) and from the 
second chorus of the Antigone (р. 113) may or may 
not be done in the right manner, but they could not 
have been written as they are until the metres used 
had been developed and perfected by Mr Swinburne, 
and made at once as native and familiar in every ear 
as though they had been from the beginning. There 
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are marvellous wonders many ; but when I consider 
this achievement in our language at so late a stage 
of it, there is no greater marvel that I know than this. 

A novel form may sometimes be acclimatized 
by a translation—FitzGerald’s Omar Khayyam, for 
example—but it must be based on what is genuine 
and native, or it will inevitably come as something 
of a foreigner, And we must remember that the 
Greek original was not a foreigner. The forms and 
metres were of native growth, and the utmost 
elaborations of Greek lyric were evolved out of the 
simple rhythms which it naturally sang in. Thus 
the mind was not preoccupied, engrossed, distracted 
with the curious oddity of strange exotic forms, but 
so far disengaged that it was open to emotional 
impressions. It would be an easy thing to imitate 
the forms of metre that Greek used; it only needs 
mechanical dexterity. But art is one thing, and 
mechanical dexterity another: art considers the effect, 
and though there may be superficial accuracy in the 
imitation, the effect will often be entirely different. 
To give one instance only, a great number of the 
Choral songs in Tragedy are based upon this formula: 


That killed the Cat, 
Worried the Rat, 
Lay in the House that Jack built. 


Tragic songs like that in English would be ludicrous ; 
but not in Greek—for one thing, because the length 
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and accent of the words is different. This is what 
makes English hexameters so different from Greek, 
—and so distressing. 

We are to write, then, in native English metre ; 
now the question is, What metre shall it be? And 
that is a most important matter, for the choice of 
metre by itself may be enough to make or mar a 
thing decisively. A metre sets at once the tone and 
mood of a whole piece. (The same metre may of 
course be used with various movements; and a style 
of diction will differentiate it further; when I say 
‘a metre, I include such modifications.) It will strike 
a key, and tune the reader's mind toit. This is owing 
partly to the metre’s own inherent nature, and partly 
to the purposes for which it has been used. The 
subjects, and the spirit of them, will be stored up 
somewhere in the readers memory, and however 
little he may be conscious of it, the metre and its 
themes will be associated in his mind together. 
I can well believe it may be otherwise in languages 
which have no great body of indigenous literature in 
the background, but in such a language as our own, 
with long-inherited traditions, a metre will come 


charged with memories of what has been conveyed 


in it,—the scent still hanging round the vase. 

I could not doubt, for instance, that the Harvest 
Home of Theocritus should be done into rhymed 
couplets. These, if used in the right way, are the 
appropriate metre for romantic narrative and dialogue 
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the metre used in Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales, in 
Marlowe's Hero and Leander, Fletcher's Faithful 
Shepherdess, in Milton's Comus and Vacation Exercise 
and Arcades —among which are some of the most 
lovely verses in the language,—afterwards, for like 
purposes, adopted by Leigh Hunt and Keats and 
Shelley, and since then by William Morris. Any 
reader not illiterate will have at least some parts 
of this tradition in his memory, and the metre will 
transport him to those regions; it will seem to set 
the whole scene in the distance and invest it with 
a golden haze and glow. 

Leigh Hunt, though so ardent a champion of the 
couplet, chose to do this poem in blank verse, and so 
did Calverley ; but blank verse, even of consummate 
excellence, would not, I think, be capable of uniting 
just the virtues that are wanted here; whereas 
rhymed couplets can assume a rich luxuriousness, 
and at the same time move, as blank verse cannot, 
with a light and continuous rapidity. 

‘Rhymed couplets, however, would not suit that 
other poem of Theocritus, The Magic Wheel. They 
are well fitted to convey a mood of wistful retrospect 
and longing, plaintive regret, or dreamy pensiveness ; 
but for this fine semi-lyric monologue their wing, it 
seemed to me, has hardly sweep and vehemence 
enough. The metre chosen for it has become, through 
Tennyson, the established vehicle for poems of this 
class. It admits a great variety of movement, and 
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its tone can be direct and passionate, lyrical or 
narrative, and if need be, colloquial. 

Horace's Dialogue has to my mind all the 
flavour of the 18th century—that Gallicising age 
whose modes were set by French and Latin, and in 
which Augustan literature was at many points so 
faithfully reflected: and I thought the spirit and 
movement of these verses would be well conveyed 
in the graceful metre used with so much charm by 
Matthew Prior. Two of his pieces are the perfection 
of vers de société, —the Ode: 

Fair Chloe blush'd: Euphelia frown'd: 
I sung, and gazed: I play'd and trembled: 
And Venus to the Loves around 
Remark'd, how ill we all dissembled :— 
and the delightful tribute To a Child of Quality aged 
Five: 
For, as our different ages move, 
"Tis so ordain'd—would Fate but mend it!— 
That I shall be past making love 
When she begins to comprehend it. 
The parallel is close, for Horace is adopting a 
Greek metre, while Priors, with its double rhymes, 
is French.—The remaining pieces may be left to 
plead their own cause for themselves, with the 
assistance of their neighbours in the other language. 

The first thing, then, is to select the metre wisely, 
or it may attune the reader's mind to the wrong key ; 
to hit on the right form is half the battle. Then we 
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English—and I could not refrain from printing here 
his rendering of Hybrias the Cretan, because it is 
among the very few translations from the Greek 
which wholly satisfy my own ideal; it is faithful 
both to letter and to spirit, and it is a real organic 
song. 

The more elaborate forms of lyric stanza were 
composed on the same plan as modern music—out 
of figures or phrases; only that instead of being 
rhythmic and melodic both, the figures in the verse, 
of course, were only rhythmic. But these rhythmic 
elements alone, without the music, carried in them- 
selves traditionary and conventional significances ; 
and they were used as motives are in operatic music 
now, developing and lapsing into one another. If 
you analyse these compositions, they reveal effects 
of most surprising subtlety and beauty. But alas, 
in later times the secret of this fascinating art was 
wholly lost. Seneca supposed these woven phrases 
to be merely a chance jumble, strung together at 
haphazard ; and— what is truly a distress to think 
of—Milton, with his love for music, took no other 
view than Seneca. Had Milton only known the true 
construction of Greek Choral Song, we may be sure 
that instead of the mistaken imitations in the Samson 
Agonistes he would at least have given us inventions 
no less beautiful than the stanza of the Hymn on the 
Nativity. 

That still remains our way of writing music, but 
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it is not our way of writing lyric verse, and if we 
were to imitate it at all closely, the result before an 
English audience would be blank and meaningless. 
However, we possess in compensation a device which 
Greek did not, and which is far from being inefficient 
for the purpose. The device of Rhyme can give us 
not a little of the same effect. If rightly used, it 
serves to mark the periods of a stanza—what in music 
we should call the SArasing—and delineate the shape; 
and thus provides us with a very fair equivalent. 

Valuable, however, as rhyme is, it makes translation 
very much more difficult. Indeed with Choral lyrics, 
such as these of Aeschylus and Sophocles, when what 
you are to say is limited by the original, and how 
you may express it limited by rhyme; when what is 
said has so much meaning and significance, and there 
is a pair of strophes to be matched with periods 
corresponding and both shaped with rhyme into 
organic stanzas capable of being sung—I do not 
know another task which makes so heavy a demand 
on all resources. 

There is a considerable element of chance in 
rhymes, mere luck—unless indeed (and I incline to 
this opinion) they are living sprites, with some strange 
freakishness about them. One may feel exactly how 
a sentence ought to run, and rhyme will either grant 
it or deny it merely on some unaccountable caprice, 
The epigram of Callimachus on p. 219 was permitted, 
for some reason, to go straight into the narrowest 
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limits, proper names and all; whereas a couplet on 
p. 203 should properly have run: 


And I will have two shepherds pipe to me, 
Acharnian one, and one from ——; 


and rhyme, which might so harmlessly have granted 
it, refused. It is not always a translator's fault if his 
translation will not quite come off successfully ; he 
may be baffled merely by the accident that rhyme 
is lacking. Here, indeed, is another reason why the 
thing may be ‘impossible’; but this is only true of 
single sentences or pieces not much longer. 

As for the other element of poetic form, the style 
of Diction, there is less that need besaid. One thing— 
it is a pity—we must be content to sacrifice; we 
cannot write in local Dialect. The associations it 
will bring with it are too specifi We might be 
tempted to represent the broad Sicilian Doric of 
Theocritus by Lincolnshire or Somerset or Scottish, 
but if we do, we shall find that we have turned 
Menalcas into Hob or Sandy. A slight cast of 
unspecific raciness will serve the purpose better. 

To feel all the subtle delicacies and fine shades, 
and to distinguish what was individual and striking 
from what was general and unremarked, requires, 
of course, an intimate experience; and to express 
them perfectly in every style a man would need to 
have a perfect mastery and command of both the 
languages, with all the chords. But the main thing 
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even n by good scholars, into as many lines as the 

nal. That is to be just twice too long. The 
Greek elegiac couplet, with its four caesurae, corre- 
sponds exactly, both in length and movement, to a 
simple stanza of that kind; and to expand it into 
double is to be verbose with the exuberance of 
Byzantine volubility. One should study rather to 
compress: /сй grolle nicht on р. 246 loses nothing 
by being done into six lines, and to do it into eight 
would spoil its character. It is the appearance on a 
printed page which is deceptive ; the arrangement of 
the verses and the accident of type makes English 
look much longer in comparison: it is about the same 
length really, only it uses a greater number of short 
words. 

Greek, in my experience, is easier to write than 
English; you have only to speak simply, with the 
words in the right places and due care for logic and 
for rhythm, and the language then seems somehow 
to put on a charm and beauty of its own. It is more 
than any quality of neatness merely—what is terse 
and definite and lucid and concise; it is complete 
harmonious grace and unsuperfluous adequacy, the 
knit strength and quiet beauty of an athlete. But 
translate it literally, and the charm is apt to vanish 
like a perfume that escapes,—to English taste 
especially, because the tendency of English is to be 
redundant and diffuse, to load with ornament and 
colour, and to overcloud with varied and obscuring 
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imagery. A translator, therefore, has a strong 
temptation to embellish what he fears may seem too 
flat and bald. But that should be resisted. As in 
sculpture, so in poetry, the characteristic of Greek 
Art was its melodious outline, and it is a grave 
artistic sin to falsify so cardinal a feature. 

Not indeed that Greek was utterly without its 
ornate style; the Choral Lyric was ornate, and in the 
Bacchanalian Dithyramb the florid and flamboyant 
was cultivated to extravagance; and Tragedy, deriving 
from the Lyric Choir, inherited to some extent its 
heightened style of diction: but for the most part 
no one needs to be reminded that Hellenic Graces 
were not clad in gorgeous draperies, but rather as the 
lily of the field ; and it is an infirm taste that dare 
not offer a lily without painting it. No doubt it will 
be hard for the translator to make sure of offering 
a lily, but it should be possible by means of melody 
and well-chosen words—I cannot tell how far my 
own attempts may seem to have succeeded, but these 
are principles and standards that I should wish both 
mine and others to be judged by. 

A few of them have seen the light before— 
Catullus’ Hymn to Diana in the Academy of 1885, 
Horace's Dialogue, the two Odes of Sappho, Simonides' 
Danae, three epigrams of Callimachus and two of 
Meleager in the Saturday Keview. 

The first 48 pages, which were the most trying, 
have gained much írom being read by Mr Gilbert 
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Murray, for whose kind and delicate criticisms I am 
very grateful. In almost every case I felt that he 
had laid his finger on a blemish, and I have done my 
best to act upon suggestions which I value highly. 

epey oreddvous éAadpóv- avaßaleo- Моста roi 
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May this Garland be acceptable to readers who 

already know that perfect language, and perhaps 
tempt some to make their first essay at learning it. 


W. H. 
August, 1907 
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No more, O musical maidens with voices ravishing- 
sweet ! 
My limbs fail:—Ah that I were but a ceryl borne 
on the wing 
Over the bloom of the wave amid fair young halcyons 
fleet, 
With a careless heart untroubled, the sea-blue 


bird of the Spring! 


The mountain-tops are asleep, and the mountain- 
gorges, 
Ravine and promontory : 
Green leaves, every kind of creeping things 
On the breast of the dark earth, sleep: 
Creatures wild in the forest, wandering bees, 
Great sea-monsters under the purple sea's 
Dark bosom, birds of the air with all their wings 
Folded, all sleep. 
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Blest beyond earth's bliss, with heaven I deem him 
Blest, the man that in thy presence near thee 

Face to face may sit, and while thou speakest, 
Listening may hear thee, 


And thy sweet-voiced laughter:—In my bosom 
The rapt heart so troubleth, wildly stirred : 
Let me see thee, but a glimpse—and straightway 


Utterance of word 


Fails me; no voice comes; my tongue is palsied ; 
Thriling fire through all my flesh hath run; 
Mine eyes cannot see, mine ears make dinning 


Noises that stun; 


The sweat streameth down,—my whole frame seized 
with 
Shivering,—and wan paleness o’er me spread, 
Greener than the grass; I seem with faintness 
Almost as dead. 
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HYMN TO APHRODITE 


O divine enthronéd Aphrodite, 
Child of God, O queen of guileful art, 
I beseech thee, with despair and anguish 
Break not my heart! 


Come to me, come now, if e'er aforetime 
At, the voice of my complaint afar 

Thou didst hearken and with speed make harness 
Thy golden car, 


From the Father's mansion hastening hither 
As the lovely feathered creatures drew 

O'er the dark earth fluttering down from Heaven 
Through the azure blue. 
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Soon arrived they swift; and O most blessed, 
Gentling with a smile thy heavenly face, 

Thou wast asking, What did ail me? Wherefore 
Г sought thy grace? 


What desire within my frenzied spirit? 
“For whose love do thine affections long ? 

Whom shall Peitho win? Who ts it doeth 
My Sappho wrong? 


“The pursued shall soon be the pursuer ! 
Gifts, though now refusing, yet shall bring, 
Love the lover yet, and woo the wooer, 


Though heart it wring !” 


Even so come now, descend and free me 
From my sore distress; the thing my soul 
Craveth, O make done; thy forces with me, 


Blest queen, enrol ! 


САПФОҮС 


"AeTepes pêv арфі кала» aeXavvav 
ayy атукрфтто ть paevvov eldos, 
бттота пМібогса panora aury 


уйу ә e e e e 


Erde, Korrpi, 
хрисісиси Ev KurdNKecow d pos 
Gunpeueiyuevov даМаєть vékrap 


/ 
OLVOXOELTA, 


audi 9 йбор 
Arüxpov xerades бе додои 


parivov, aiQvacouévov de QUXXov 


Ka катаррєї. 


SAPPHO II 


FRAGMENTS 


Stars around the lovely Moon that glitter 
Hide again their one-time shining light, 
When in fulness o'er the whole earth breaketh 


Her silver bright. 


Hither, Cypris, 
In thy golden goblets delicately 
Pouring out the wine of nectar mingled 


With the banquet's glee. 


A cool water 
Rippling sings among the orchard boughs, 
And with shimmering of the leaves descendeth 


Stream of deep drowse. 


I2 CATIPOYC 


Eyo de pnp’ даВросйрау, kai pot ¿pos тд Adumpov 
$áos просідти dediw ка TO калу XéXoyxev. 


Un bel raggio di sole 
mi s' é confitto in mente e uscir non vuole. 
Mentre china al lavoro 
guidavi colla man Ї орга dell’ ago 
che in sulla tela rapido scorrea ; 
il sole un raggio d’ oro 
Є intrecció fra le chiome, e destò un vago 
incendio a torno: il cuore mi dicea: 
—Questa verace dea 
or torna in cielo, e qui рій star le duole. 


SEVERINO FERRARI 


SAPPHO 


I love delicate ease and softness; 
Born desire is mine 

To behold things fair and lovely 
And the bright sun-shine. 


"АМо Oeia фаєбоутоє antes 

eis Euas скіуфєу dpévas, ovdé Folder 

єкмитти' 7) yàp, piña, арфі керуа 
херре T Evapas 


тд» Ov evravea baheoıcav loro 
/ > 9 / , 9 LA , 
Képxi0 , Ev Téats т Ebavn Kopator, 
^ A 3 3 / 
xpücov ws, aiÜvacopévav йфараєс 


ados avyav. 


A 9 
айти” ёк pêv rûp пері mavt Nappe, 


kapdlav $ éraxev ¿uav: Oéov Šé є 


¿upev, “és Oéous T” ёфарау “avayxa a 


2 3 y 99 
айбы avarrny. 
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14 САПФОҮС 


Су de стєфӣрог, à Діка, пёрдєс® épáraus boßaıcıv, 
ёртакаѕ vro. avveppaıo amanator xépatv* 
evavÜéa yàp tréhera: kal Xapıres ракагра Ї 


parhoy протерти" астєфауотос: $ amvorpebovraı. 


Катдароса de Keioeaı ovdé тота uvapocóva aedev 
éccer ойбєтот eis VoTepov ov yàp педёуєіѕ Bpodwv 
тор ёк Tlieplas dXX addvns кт» "Aida Somos 


фо тате Ted dpadpov vexvov EKTTemoTaneva. 


SAPPHO I5 


FRAGMENTS 


But weave thou garlands, Maiden, 
With delicate fingers fair 

Of the scented sprays, and wind them 
About thy lovely hair. 


For the flower-garlanded sooner 
Shall win the Blest Ones' grace, 

And the unwreathed brow shall find them 
Withhold and hide their face. 


And where thou diest, thou shalt lie; no memory 
of thy name 
Thenceforth for ever shall be heard ; because thou 
hast no part 
In roses from Pierian springs; with no more note 
or fame 
Where the dim ghosts are, thou shalt flit, obscure 


as here thou art. 


16 STANZAS, 1814 


The cloud shadows of midnight possess their own 
repose, 
For the weary winds are silent, or the moon is 
in the deep; 
Some respite to its turbulence unresting ocean knows; 
Whatever moves, or toils, or grieves, hath its 


appointed sleep. 


Thou in the grave shalt rest—yet till the phantoms 
flee 
Which that house and heath and garden made 
dear to thee erewhile, 
Thy remembrance, and repentance, and deep musings 
are not free 
From the music of two voices and the light of 


one sweet smile. | 
SHELLEY 


Aéduxe pêv à ceXavva 

«al TAnlades, péoas de 
vúKTES, тара $ Фруєт dpa, 
éyo бе uóva катєйбо. 


THE CLOUD SHADOWS OF MIDNIGHT 17 


"Eotw xai уууіаєтіу пот pwa vepedav скісис, 
evdovrov óvépov aia, aeXávvas T Strot 7 Övaıs' 
rróvov ð ovd axapas подутоє бує avvexe, ANN duos 


? M y / / , > ./ 
qdavTov kai pépos ©ту kaparos T éMaxe kovia. 


keíaca, kal cù дарос’ dovya: viv O ås к črti рёстєроѕ 
фот то yvópoev тфудє фёрюу díXrpov ¿uv доро», 
ónpuvacxopéva wixpos драрте, peréas cbpeaiv 
ovubovwv dirias döv yeraioas барш» mólos. 


SAPPHO 


The moon hath sunk, and the Pleiads, 
And midnight is gone, 
And the hour is passing, passing, 


And I lie alone. 


I8 TO A SKYLARK 


Hail to thee, blithe Spirit! 
Bird thou never wert, 

That from heaven, or near it, 
Pourest thy full heart 


In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 


Higher still and higher 

From the earth thou springest 
Like a cloud of fire; 

The blue deep thou wingest, 


And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest 


In the golden lightning 
Of the sunken sun, 

O'er which clouds are brightening, 
Thou dost float and run, 


Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 


TO A SKYLARK 


Xaipe pot, Satpoy цакар' ov yap дру 
ёст бто$ с ёую тота фо пефійкти, 
йт @payvw TÉMAS Ev VOMOLO Y 


э / 
avToOáec OLY 


ёк $pévos иёМмлте, ато yas de пт)баєс 
[ros EE Inpevs, vebera фАё&уо ес” ds, 
aiév óvrTéXXAov dpa кйш aeidwv 


aidep” és Uypov* 


áMo yap бу уёфє apts Suvros 
xpvciausw аїдореу aotpdtraiow 
dv Spopos eurpvyos bros хара прат- 


ос: потассц. 
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20 TO A SKYLARK 


The pale purple even 
Melts around thy flight ; 
Like a star of heaven 
In the broad daylight 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight: 


All the earth and air 
With thy voice is loud, 
As, when night is bare, 
From one lonely cloud 
The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is 


overflow d. 


What thou art we know not; 
What is most like thee? 

From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see 


As from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 


Like a poet hidden 
In the light of thought, 
Singing hymns unbidden, 
Til the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not: 


TO A SKYLARK 2I 


арфі Ò dxXvs tremrrepuympévo Tev 
скібуат óppvas аєріа, med apap $ 
ws ёт orep ойкёт бр, iévros $ 


ёрӣ’ axovo. 


т > > 9 » ^ / » 
ya T йт айдос cas Flaxnoı Kalmp, 
ds ёт olo mais бід уйкт épipuav 
miprrat ёк vépeus Xuuevav aeXávvas 


@pavos aya». 


й) tim 09 pO сє pamor ёоікту; 
tis yap jo афраста: xéeis de фора 
Митра parrov 1) фЄкабас реоісаєс 


"Ipıöos йута" 


фроутідау déyyos Trepiréupevos TUS 
ola uowikras àkéXevoT аєідоу, 
TQ ouveAmiodosct тє сирфобєбута T 


ävöpes абмттає" 


22 TO A SKYLARK 


Like a high-born maiden 
In a palace tower, 
Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower: 


Like a glow-worm golden 
In a dell of dew, 
Scattering unbeholden 
Its aerial hue 
Among the flowers and grass which screen it from 
the view: 


Like a rose embower’d 
In its own green leaves, 
By warm winds deflower'd 
Till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet these heavy-winged 
thieves. 


Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass, 
Rain-awakened flowers, 
All that ever was 
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass. 


TO A SKYLARK 23 


7?) Sopots Хабра tis Ev inperrupryots 

Өдро» ipépraus Svcépwra poisas 

mapdevos вЄхуаіта: TO Š ёк púxov ay- 
ne émroráüs: 


xpvooAaumıs б фс Spdcoev кат фүко$ 
бу №уф pêv кєиворбуа подуті 
каувеноїти, aiDepíay de reporépp- 


оса ти” аулар: 


n Bpodov dúnhoss treruxraduévov pô 
роїсчу, ддра то фєрєт адо $opov 
cÜXov aupa», Tas de Вариттёроц Ti- 


деїса pedvores ; 


рю vixn trurúñoss yehaloas 

кап moas TÒ cov uéXos, орВрёуєрта т 

ävdew, daca т Фу Map’ 1) фаєр” 1 
Adumpa TéTUKTAL. 


24 TO A SKYLARK 


Teach us, sprite or bird, 
What sweet thoughts are thine: 
I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine: 


Chorus hymeneal 
Or triumphal chaunt 
Match'd with thine, would be all 
But an empty vaunt— 
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 


What objects are the fountains 
Of thy happy strain? 
What fields, or waves, or mountains ? ` 
With shapes of sky or plain? 
What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain? 


With thy clear keen joyance 
Languor cannot be: 
Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee: 
Thou lovest; but ne'er knew love's sad satiety. 
SHELLEY 


TO A SKYLARK 


gore Ò, дтть кёр сє TÚXO KiKANOKOV, 
пої ёуєс̧ vonuar ; Ey yap obre 
Kórpiw dde vrepyapéos TIovros 


ExAUVOV, OUTE 


Báxxov, àXXà mais проті сау ácida 
KadXivixos T Üpvos vunvacs тє 
кбитос ein к, &otıv Ürev udrav add- 


ws émidevns. 


tis сє reido Snir éraBev; ті Káros 
тбу кат аїбер ў TéOov À Odraccar; 
$) tis oimvors duXóTas, ämevdes 


)тор éxovra; 


rals Teaıs yap ойт ovla "réxpuuve 
Xappovais, ойт’ wy kópos ў» Trápoucos- 
adda kipácOns uév, йта» E ¿poros 


м > > _/ 
OUTTOT ETEYVOS. 


25 


26 IBYKOY 


"Нр, pêv al тє Кодори 

paddes ápdoueva. робу 

ёк потацфу, iva rapÜévov 

кӣл0 áxmparos, al т oivavOWes 

avfopevar oxvepoiow Up’ Epveoıv 

oivap£oıs Oadébooiv: éuol б Epos 

ойбєніау катӣкогтосѕ Фрау, dO йто cTepomás dXéyov 

Opnixios Bopéas, àícowv» тара Kümpidos alaréats 
paviaow épeuvos адаш 

ёукратёо Tredodev TIvasceı 


aperépas dpévas. 


IBYCUS 27 


In the season of Spring is the season of growing; 
Where lies the inviolate orchard-meadow, 
The apple-garden where Maidens dwell, 
There, watered freshly with runnels flowing, 
The quince-trees blossom, and safe in shadow 
The vine-buds under the vine-leaf swell 
In the season of Spring. But in my heart passion 
At no tide ever asleep is laid: 
From the Lady of Love as a blast of the North, 
When a blaze of lightning flashes it forth, 
With a rush, with a burst, 
In a dark storm parching and maddening with thirst, 
Unabashed, unafraid, 
It shoots to my bosom, gripping it still 
In the same rude fashion, 


And shakes and shatters at will. 


28 


YBPIOY 


"Eotı pot rhobros péyas бору кад Eidos 
Kal TO калу Маєстіом, провина yperrós* 
тойтф yap apo, TovTo Өєрібо, 

ToUTQ Maren Tov advy olvov ar àyméXo- 


ToUTQ Öeomoras uvolas KERA at. 


Tol de un ToAumvT Éxew бори ral Eidos 

kai TO кад» Aasoniov, прова Kpwros, 

TÁVTES yóvv TETTNWTES диду 
Trpoc > kvvéovri pe OcaTróTav 


ка! péyav Вас йа dovéovres. 


My dear and only Love, I pray 
That little world of thee 

Be govern'd by no other sway 
Than purest Monarchy ; 

For if Confusion have a part 
(Which virtuous souls abhor), 

And hold a Synod in thine heart, 


Ill never love thee more. 


HYBRIAS THE CRETAN 29 


My wealth's a burly spear and brand, 

And a right good shield of hides untanned, 
Which on my arm I buckle: 

With these I plough, I reap, I sow, 

With these I make the sweet vintage flow, 


And all around me truckle. 


But your wights that take no pride to wield 
A massy spear and well-made shield, 

Nor joy to draw the sword ; 
Oh, I bring those heartless, hapless drones 
Down in a trice on their marrow-bones, 


To call me king and lord. 


THOMAS CAMPBELL 


°0 роуа пасбу époi weueXnuéva, 

cas фіМає els koipavos паутаруоє вста" 
ws тд» Aaryadois éxÜpà» йтассу 

арха» ToXvávop el av Kowodsxov aéfois, 


7 pay ovkéT ёро) dida Kxexdrjoeas. 


30 MONTROSE'S LOVE-SONG 


Like Alexander I will reign, 
And I will reign alone; 

My thoughts did evermore disdain 
A rival on my throne. 

He either fears his fate too much, 
Or his deserts are small, 

That dares not put it to the touch, 


To gain or lose it all. 


But if thou wilt prove faithful then, 
And constant of thy word, 

ГІ make thee glorious by my pen 
And famous by my sword; 

ГІЇ serve thee in such noble ways 
Was never heard before; 

Ill crown and deck thee all with bays, 
And love thee more and more. 


TAMES GRAHAM, MARQUIS OF MONTROSE 


MONTROSE'S LOVE-SONG 31 


év povorkámTpos péyas Bacihevs Opóvois 
dyrıölkav ¿nv 0o voodsv kpaTUvew: 
N yàp какд<, ) Alav Sédocxev 

Tov Saipova, тоддє Treipav фт un Opacos 


a / Y , ۶ e, 
TOV парто» virep ev KUBotot ріттєгу. 


ei Ò epè orépkecs фіЛоу Oeuéva voor, 

фаш с" ey» Moicais Ü duos ёруо т “Apnos, 
olov Tie avnp ойто, kXel£ew: 

«ai püXXov ёт арар alev ed mebiAnuevav 


àp pirpais redañav кутас Siow. 


32 ANAKPEONTOC 


Поле Opyxin, ті En pe Aokov duuacıy BXérovca 
vnes bevyeıs, Soxeis 06 w ойдеу eidevaı софоду; 


oO row, Kad@s pêv dy то TÓv уамиду EußdAoım, 
jvías $ éyov стрефоцші с арфі téppara брдиои. 


viv бе Acıumvas Te Bookeaı кобфа тє orıpraca Trailes’ 


бєбібу yap immoceipyv ойк exes érreuBarny. 


TTPAZIAAAC 


Q бід rà» Oupidov кад» EußAkrrowca, 
mapdeve Tav xepañáv, rà $ evepbe vida. 


ANACREON 33 


Ah tell me why you turn and fly, 
My little Thracian filly shy? 

Why turn askance 

That cruel glance, 
And think that such a dunce am I? 


O I am blest with ample wit 

To fix the bridle and the bit, 
And make thee bend 
Each turning-end 


In harness all the course of it. 


But now 'tis yet the meadow free 
And frisking it with merry glee; 
The master yet 

Has not been met 


To mount the car and manage thee. 


PRAXILLA 


Face at the latticed window 
Looking down so sweetly, 
Maiden head, maiden head, 


Maidenhead no more! 


34 MY LOVE, SHE'S BUT A LASSIE YET 


My love, she's but a lassie yet, 
A lichtsome lovely lassie yet ; 
It scarce wad do 
To sit and woo 


Down by the stream sae glassy yet. 


But there's a braw time coming yet 
When we may gang a roaming yet, 
An’ hint wi’ glee 
O' joys to be 
When fa's the modest gloaming yet. 


She's neither proud nor saucy yet, 
She's neither plump nor gaucy yet, 
But just a jinking, 
Bonny blinking, 
Hilty-skilty lassie yet. 


But O her artless smile's mair sweet 
Than hinny or than marmalete ; 
An', right or wrang, 
Ere it be lang 
Ill bring her to a parley yet. 
JAMES HOGG 


MY LOVE, SHE'S BUT A LASSIE YET 35 


Пас &0' т) dix Tépewa dardpóvovs тє mapdeveveı, 


y 4 ? e 7 / / 
KOUTL ovumalibeıv пар бу виє NMEVOLS MPETOVTA ка). 


ёссєтаі ye pny бт йифа aspmrXavoi сєруду кат дрфути 


eis rà тёрт» aivıkoueoda Kómpi&os 8° Фмтібам. 


уди pev оду дифаб ёт ёстір, ovdé ко сфриудса patos, 


кодфа de скіртдса тае Moka т Öppacıv Prene. 


GAN’, абруттосч YG yap дёмто$ Nov просото, 


és Xóyovs, val Ктр аштуу, бєт ov paN és waxpny. 


36 POLYPHEME'S SONG 


O ruddier than the cherry! 
O brighter than the berry ! 
O nymph more bright 
Than moonshine night, 


Like kidlings, blithe and merry! 


Ripe as the melting cluster, 
No lily has such lustre ; 
Yet hard to tame 
As raging flame, 
And fierce as storms that bluster. 


` JOHN Gay 


“О xapxivos dO ёфа 

Хаха тд» ёфи Mov: 
“edOdv wp?) Tov ératpov ¿upuev 
ка) ш) скома «ppovety.” 


POLYPHEME’S SONG 


‘Poins à duaporépn 
püjXov бе vyXviiov (Oei, 
ceXjvauov vrép pdos 


vnmevdeas Te yipaípas* 


dp» & стафймує Exovo’ 

y , , ^ / 

&vyÜos т etapivod xpívov, 

rûp бе пуєоца" äyayov тє xai 


mpnpaivovoa OvéXXas. 


Said the Crab unto the Serpent, 
As he held him, fairly caught: 
Straightforward, sir, a mate should go, 
And have no crooked thought. 


37 


38 CKOAIA 


Eid’ Елу, отоѓ0 Tic "jv ёкасто, 
\ ^ / э y \ ^ 
то cTijÜos OrehovT”, ётєта TOV роду 
Ecıdovra, KANcavra тамт, 
ävdpa $íXov vopitew addrp фрері. 
Ж. if Ра В RR ж ruo * 1465 3) й LOLS M ‘hey ^. x Y, 3 "RE . 
| dd інь» 


EF ämvpov калд» yevoiumv шбуа Хрисіор, 
«al pe каћ№) yuv) popoln каварду Oepévn voor. 


1 ГА 


A Book of Verses underneath the Bough, 
A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread—and Thou 
Beside me singing in the Wilderness— 
O, Wilderness were Paradise enow! 
FITZGERALD from OMAR KHAYYÁM 


DRINKING SONGS 39 


Could we but see men as they are! 
But rive their breast asunder, 
Hold it apart and view the heart, 
And read what lies thereunder ; 
Then close it fast again, and call 
A friend a friend for all in all! 


I would I were à jewel 
Of costly gold atid fire, | 
And a lovely woman wearing me 


With heart as true as mine! 


Ei uo, poda” vr беубрєф Trapein 

«al tive aya, map de kal ov рё\№тору 
кат épnulav, Y ракароу 

loov ¿uovye Меге Epnula. 


40 O TALK NOT TO ME 


O talk not to me of a name great in story ; 

The days of our youth are the days of our gloty; 
And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two-and-twenty 
Are worth all your laurels though ever so plenty. 


What are garlands and crowns to the brow that is 
wrinkled ? 

"Tis but as a dead flower with May-dew besprinkled : 

Then away with all such from the head that is hoary— 

What care I for the wreaths that can only give glory? 


O Fame !—if I eer took delight in thy praises, 
"Twas less for the sake of thy high-sounding phrases 
Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one discover 
She thought that I was not unworthy to love her. 


BYRON 


CKOAION 


Mn рог бобам del uevobcav alvei, 
78) yap Tábe bw ¿amu àvOety: 
otepavwy de kpeiaa wv арідрой 


кїттд< ёрогүє MÚPTOS TE veaviav. 


avoıs ws Opócos туру?) робот 
буса Taıviaı éumpérrovo. Köpaaıs‘ 
rrodMois $ атах кротафогс: 


TiS yap pol Kevavyay oTebavmv хар; 


® доб, ei more È оди Éyov с ëxapov, 
ANN oU тфу yeydAwv вкать KÓMTOL, 
сурідфу de фадроѓс: корти 

динас» afıodoav ш дарв» dirov. 
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42 COME, LANDLORD, 


Come, landlord, fill the flowing bowl 
Until it doth run over! 
For to-night well merry be, 


To-morrow well be sober. 


He that drinketh strong beer 
And goes to bed mellow 
Lives as he ought to live, 


And dies a jolly good fellow, 


He that drinketh small beer 
And goes to bed sober 

Falls as the leaves fall 
That drop off in October. 


Под до та рода, тоў pot тд la, тоў por Ta Kana 
céva ; 


табі та рода, таді Ta la, табі та каа ava. 
xry. 
Quoted by Athenaeus 629 E 


СКОЛІОМ 43 


Дєйр piv ётірєста, maî, 

кратӣра стєфє Tov’ йпербє yelXovs* 
e > \ \ У ⸗ 

ws EIS TO pév adpıov дёдоктаг 


pipe, TO тарб» $ ad дєбє тє «al тау. 


Os pev бордтєроу TLV 
Owpnxdeis ¿napós In "mi коту, 
ovros Biorov дё» oldev ed iv 


ws det, kareAvcev de TroÓntoS, evdaiuer. 


ócTis б all фбарў mov 

/ ⸗ y 9 / 
vnbovoav $povipes in mi коітту, 
ovros POtvoTrwpivaiow pais 


QUXAXov катакарфбєїс él y) weowy Keira. 


CHILDREN’S PLAY 


Where are my roses, where are my pansies, where 
is my lovely parsley? 
Here are your toses, here are your pansies, here is 


your lovely parsley. 


GOD SAVE THE KING 


God save our Lord the King, 
Long live our noble King, 
God save the King. 
Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 
God save the King. 


O Lord our God, arise, 
Scatter his enemies, 

And make them fall: 
Confound their Politicks, 
Frustrate their knavish tricks, 
On him our hopes we fix ; 

God save us all. 


Thy choicest gifts in store 
On him be pleased to pour; 
Long may he reign. 
May he defend our laws 
And ever give us cause 
To cry with loud applause 

God save the King! 
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TPITON AIOC COTHPOC €YKTAIAN AIBA 


9 ^ ^ 9 
Q Zeb, Trad erridoss аракта yopas 
[4 , 
evalwva тє Kal MEYLOTOVEKOL, 
0 / y 4 
єбтішом Їсуоута кратоѕ 


тфубє piov помітфу тоу» és xpovov. 


éyOpav pev катаВаћ\е pdr avacras 
афтаїс таў какоштуйроисі Treipass, 

3 5 ^ 9 € ^ € ^ 

emi тоддє Ò орџодсау opav 


nuerepav Er ópOnv épérross Tory. 


écÜXQv rdv тард col тд Awora Soins 
mpoppwv TOO, iv ёхо viv Ad Eaatei 
marplovs bvAdocovra vonovs 


evroyla Sixaiws árro kapdlas. 
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Ei rò Karas Өске aperis uépos Фсті uéyua ov 
"uiv ёк TávTrov ToT atrévepe lvym: 

"€XXdÓ. yàp orevdovres éXevÜepíav mepıdeivaı 
кєішеӨ аупрбутф Xpwuevor evroyip. 


"АсВєстоу «Atos olde фїМм] пері marpidı Üévres 
xvaveov Üavárov aubeßaAovro vépos* 
Ой ёё Tedvacı Üavóvres, ётєі оф aper) xaburepOev 


xudaivova’ avaneı Swpatos ¿E Aldew. 


ON GENERAL GORDON. 


Soldier of God, man’s friend, not here below, 
But somewhere dead far in the waste Soudan, 

Thou livest in all hearts, for all men know 
This earth has borne no simpler, nobler man. 


TENNYSON 


SIMONIDES 47 


EPITAPH ON THE ATHENIAN DEAD 
AT PLATAEA 


If the best merit be to lose life well, 
To us beyond all else that fortune came: 
In war, to give Greece liberty, we fell, 


Heirs of all time's imperishable fame. 


EPITAPH ON THE LACEDAEMONIAN 
DEAD AT PLATAEA 


Splendour unfading for their land they won, 
And then the shadowy robe of death put on. 
Yet died and are not dead; for their brave might 


Fames, and uplifts them from the realms of night. 


ON GENERAL GORDON 


°0 філофром Oynroicı, Өєод Ò Évexev поћєџлјсас, 
тў\ё тєр Ev №Викаїс кецєує mov фаравогс 
Coes To, тйс pepernpévos, eiddow йидра 


giver’ фуадбу a” доћи т єї ти” emixboviwv. 


CIMQNIAOY 


"Ore hapvaxs Saidaréa dvepós Te piv 
«ıyndeicoa Te Мира 
deinatı Npiwev, ойк abdidytoios Trapeais 


арф те Tlepotı Валле pav xép' єйтбу т" 


& Téxos, olov був» торор, с) $ awteis: 
yarabnve 6 1706 куюссєс Ev атєртєі 
бофрать уадкеоудбифо,, 


vurtilaumei Kuavéew Te буофоу Taßeıs. 


а№иау б йтптербє Tea» xopay Вабєїау 

/ 7 9 9 [4 390) > ۶ 
TAPLOVTOS KUPATOS ойк аћеуєгс, OVO avépov 
фбоуүоу, roppupéascev 


Keiuevos Ev yXavíatw, просото» калбу». 
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DANAE 


Adrift in the carven ark,—by the winds 
And the rising waves dismayed, 

Her limbs all quivering with alarm, 

Her pale cheek wet with tears,—her arm 


Round Perseus then she laid ; 


Saying, *O my child, how sore my trouble, 
And thou still slumbering deep! 

Here in the dismal rivetted ark, 

In the rayless night, in the pitchy dark, 


Thine infant spirit—asleep | 


* Wash of the racing wave goes past 
Above thy silken hair; 

Yet whether of wave or bellowing blast 
Not a thought is thine, or care,— 

In mantle of crimson warm and fast, 


Little face, how sweet and fair! 


H, 4 


50 CIMQNIAOY 


єї Sé Tor Óe.óv TO ye Sevr jy, 

/ , ^ € / \ e A 9 s 
Kal Kev éuov pnuarov AETTOV VMEIXES ovas 
xédopas, єўдє Врёфоѕ, evdero de этоуто$, 
evdero $ dperpov какоду" 
peraiBohía 8 tis pavein, Zed marep, ёк aéo: 
órre Se ÜapcaXéov Eros єфуораї 


Te ка} voodı бікас, acúyyvoÓ pot. 


°H ced ка} POipévas Xer’ дства TES Evi TÚMBO 
loko ёт, Tpoueeıv Onpas, aypworı Ñuxas* 
тд» Ò aperav oldev pêya Trhdiov, й т aplönAos 


y a / , 9 , / 
Occa, KiOatpaves т oiovonoı скота. 
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“Yet if this fear were fear indeed, 
If fear were fear of thine, 
Surely thy small ear then had listened 


To hear these words of mine...... 


* Sleep on then, O my baby, sleep, 
And sleep, thou Sea; 

Rested in sleep, I pray, at length 
Our infinite sorrows be. 

O Father in Heaven, vouchsafe ere long 
Sign of some change in thee: 

And if these hopes I breathe be wrong 
Or too bold,—pardon me!” 


EPITAPH ON A THESSALIAN HOUND 


Lycas, my faithful huntress, well I trow 
The beasts yet tremble at thy bones with fright! 


Thy worth all Pelion and vast Ossa know, 
And lone Cithaeron’s desolatest height. 


4—2 


52 ПІМДАРОҮ 


Toloı Марте, pêv pévos deMov 
та» ёубадє уйкта като · 
powmwixopódoss O Evi Acıumveoos проастіо» aUTÓV 
<éx Atos като» ауатеттаџќроу > 
ка} Außavo скіарӧу kal xpvoorapmosaıv BéBpie 
xai Tol pév imo yupvacioss те, 
tol de TrecGoís, 
Tol бе форш/уүєсс: TéprovTat, mapa 66 
сфитіх evavOns aras 
TéÜaXev dABOosS* 
одра $ éparóv ката убром xidvaras 
aiel Ova puyvvvrov тур Trhepavel 


паутоїа бєфуи eri Bwuois. 


PINDAR 53 


PARADISE 


For them the sun shines ever in full might 
Throughout our earthly night; 

There, reddening with the rose, their paradise, 
A fair green pleasance, lies, 

Cool beneath shade of incense-bearing trees, 
And rich with golden fruit : 

And there they take their pleasure as they will, 
In chariot-race, or young-limbed exercise 

In wrestling, at the game of tables these, 

And those with harp or lute: 

And blissful where they dwell, beside them still 
Dwells at full bloom perfect felicity : 

And spreading delicately 

Over the lovely region everywhere 

Fragrance in the air 

Floats from high altars where the fire is dense 
With perfumed frankincense 

Burned for the glory of Heaven continually. 
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Zed патер, й шєудМає Bovral сёбєр, ovdé vonral 
Tüciv* To TOL TAAA raperhayxbnoav dreupot. 
xai TOT avankains (Mov yévos ävöpes йМмтрої 
фарто катаќє0Ёє, avroi & dpa виротєдітаї 
keivTo pins ёк vuKTos, ЄєМиємої Evöodı оїкоу, 
Geins ктдосілтѕ фиуадєѕ, akorodcsup avayKn. 
ovde yap Ev xpudlowst puxois тфувуто Mbóvres 
Üapceiv, GAN xol Te mepıonaparyeuv, ёфау Te 
фастрат apetdnroow del dorreÜvra TrpodwTrots. 
0 ойт айдошєуого турдс pévos ойтє bacsıyav 
iorpwv éfeNacar куєфає ўркєєу, алла uéXauva 
Мурс ws Tis Maume PoBos uóvov avToTTUpwTos. 
пої de yonreins Ta соффи коџтасрата porav, 
} dpévas ¿Eararáv émemo(Üecav; ¿E йр ay®vos 
фробба, péy avynoact karmdein Kal EXeyxos. 
ої yap emnyyelXavTo какаѕ amò крас épitew 
delyard Te Хуу voreovans, дєішасіи avrol 
inpuyot cuvéyovro, убмає ÁNMOLOL KÁKLOTOS. 
kei yap pý Tis env Єтишоє boßos, adrAa paTaiois 
olyaciv épmvopoîs т ide kal ovpiyuaco: Onpav 
ёк mroin Tis Евупакеєу, avawopevos mepl Tappe 


decos Kai Tov йфиктом és népa ттротбёркєт Oat. 
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Seki» yap какіт, kal’ баутой uáprup Exovoa 
évdodev: Evveoins бе cédev, karönarrı CuveıŠoî, 
тасуатӣ Tes ale mále десорбуп Sedovntac: 
piyes yáp Tot deta №оуоо evarKéos ömAwr. 

ds Kéivot Kaxov Umvov iavovTes paña mävres 
ampmkrov ката vuKTa, mavampükrov "Aldao 
rraióa pad arpexéws, Tepárov кака paspart ібоутеє 
й érup + c erépgs айтдесито; aAoyinaıv, 
ampobarws @xovro kai айтобі" кєїто Ò ёкастоѕ 
бётшо$ Ev bukarfjoıv ауаМкейтоть meöndeis. 

Kat Tis орєіфогтоѕ Bovrns, 7) olomoAevwv 
пошити, 7) Emapovpos Єртиаїогсии Em arypois, 
pap pies тт» Öandreıpav ¿TAN mavaburrov avayknv, 
rávtes Ò Ev okorinoiv @АХуктоттёбтуть dédevTo. 

eir avépaw уар Tis роїбоє meAoı, Y BabvdirAXrov 
ёк Oévópev Өрдоѕ alya тар olwvav keXaBewos, 

N karapmacopnévov moTauod kTUTOS oval (kovro 
єйрибшос, À merpwv marayos Sour épirévtor, 
eir Флафрди скіртпиа подфи dlha deövrwv 
Onpav, eiT apuros Epißpowos, ne Tis PXW 
rnAödev dyrirúrov ópéwv йто, тої Ò èp ёкасто, 


| Mes ^ ee oe ВО У РР - | 
фс diov, @$ астію ameyvxov Tpopuéovres. 
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4XXoi pèr Ey тарт épubeyyéos ¿Bherrov айту? 
éuT ea, kal voov elyov arw\Urototv ёт Epyyoıs“ 
TOv Ò rep àXXajmS poúvov TéraT apyadén мій, 
ойу пёр TOL EueAXe kai єісотіє сфе беуєсбай, 


айтої 0€ сфісіу "cav Er apyakewrepoı avrois. 


THE WISDOM OF SOLOMON 


CHAPTER 18 Ac a a 


TOV Ô, бтє kTelveiy ryóvov evceféov строф? а" 
парт Єшутісамто, Врёфоѕ $ dpa poUvov 
ріфвеу oioomapıyavov 
awôn прос ÉXeyyov Opus, 
Zed, ката Tay ryévos ЄкМисає, eürexviav 
Tay maromini 
voobioas Ev vuet) шй" 
Tay pev Eprreıv ápérepou проуорог mpdabev рабом, 
beyryos omıbouevors 
evppovas eUdryyeXov, саттріає 
eAmid yov сфєтєраѕ, éx0pàv $ oXéÜpov. 
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Xeipi б) rara тара т dvrurdhov фититтрофі) a’ 
Avypov Єтрабає ypéos ашетерди т’ éE- 

aíperov тишу ryévos 
ткафоро» eUXoyiav 
omacas' êv крифіаєс ієрфу Üvaiaus 

tov Дтрокрамтор 

суүкатайтса» проуорої 
reduov, ў pav Évvóv бие éÜéXew боби wepos 
TO» Û éTépov шєтєуєгу" 

ev Ò йт' ebbduov A)pas ámyoUpevot 


mpeoßürepos yepapáv äpkavr' ао:дӣр, 


avriuokmos б ай тара Övanevewv empdds a’ 
kiövar' оішамуйс amaiwvos Boa 

paxpotrevOys rekvoXérop, Deparróvrov civ біка 
дєстотаїсти ovk àvópoia TaÜovrov 

ovd Отто Bacidedow башотбу, AAN èv ша 

mas idéa Üavdrov vexpav épeujÜévrev cTparós 

elye шати ávapiduov: Loca yap ove ёт: xelp 

mpos rabav ¿Edpree wadeuovwv, Euva бе mhaya 

dpa Tüciv äwros пає éAwTicOn yovov. 
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трі» 8 árrioriaas Tis UT oVAouevaıs строфі) В" 
pappaxeiais mpwroyovev TOT apepÜels 
paptúpno” Eupev тодє 
Zmvós yévos фе éruuos* 
тарта yap асиуіа kárey à pirtodpwr, 
біфреиє б Immors 
удЕ дой а?у ueocorópo, 
ala 0 ёк ceuvdv ётос áXro Opovov © Zed тєди 
maykpates ovpavodev, 
бєй aiypaTás, àyáXkevrov Eidos 
TÜuóv Exwv aéOcv, бу дётта бё хора 


тарта keiva aras ёрёт\ттє шороо, дутиттрофії B 
ovpavo pêv ovv Kehaday корифосаѕ 

ya $ emoknmtov Todas’ 
ro) б айтіка фасрат ¿Bav 
dciuacww évvuyiois абоктта Tapácc- 

ovT * áXXos dXXa 9 

Єкфортбєїс apr.Üavrs 
$aivev йтам, ої emibavare шабєїу pávris dóBos, 
бфра Tis ed mpodaeis 

un "E атекшартаи OXovr* où pay uópov 
LéXXov ap olê das боєм üretpot, 
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GAA vajmoXXoi кат ёрђра miTvov' éxypdds В! 
оду барбу pav, apeudrys yap Ards 

простоћр тішаороє ауђр Ebavn civ naxavá: 

кєѓрос̧ артиста мта Өдрата daívov 

Kal TEAos dryvov dotos Travoev drav kai кдтор, 

од ката CO ATOS ісуди 00$ yaXkalxpo Kparei, 
aA‘ éréwv aÜévos aras tepé &xwv Öduacer, 

opxlwy тєдрӧу Tpoyóvowiv avapvacas 6o0Évra: 
$O.uévov yap Em aAAaAoıcı Gives 5% псор, 


év рёсф de aras Emiodoav ёри строфћ y 
Єсуєм, és (футає E avéxowe kéXevÜov: 
ка} yàp Ev orodpois pêv Ñv 
yaias тє kai ovpavior 
Taca dua, ratépov б émixopia тєтр- 
doToıyos elxev 
тєвидс éyyXvdévra Mbor, 
стёрџа de kparós Teov elye сєВаѕ' тосу петпау 
el£ev ò Xovyodópos, 
arate Ò aideabdels örıv Aaos xóTov 
Znvos ads ye padov xai wpwrorrecrpos. 
H. 5 


BAKXYAIAOY 


Theres 66 re Ovaroiow eipyva péyav 

TXoÜüTov ueXMvyXoacov T áoidav Avdea, 
Sadaréwv T ёті Ворби Ücoicw аїдєсває Bow 
Eavda флоті pipa Tavurpixwv Te шумом, 
yupvaclov Te véots adv Te kal Kopov рећи" 
Фу de audapoderoıs troprakw aida 
ápaxvav істої MEAovTaL‘ 

&yxed Te Aoyxwra Eipeá T aupárea 
Sduvatat eupas* 

xa^«eüv $ ойк ¿ori carmiyyov KTÚTTOS* 
ovde суматає немфрам 

Dmvos ато Bhepdpov, 

a@os ds armei кбар' 

guurociwv $ eparav Bpidovr” ayvıal, 


пакоі O шуо ф\ёуортал. 
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Peace upon earth 
Brings Wealth and blossom of dulcet Song to birth ; 
To the Gods on carven altars makes thighs of oxen 
burn, 
And sheep in the yellow flame, 
And bids the young men's thoughts to the wrestling- 
game 


And revel and hautboy turn. 


Webs of the spider brown in the iron shield are made, 

And rust grows over the edge of the sword and 
the lance's blade ; 

The sound of the brazen trumpet is not heard, 

Nor the still air stirred 

And the sweet of slumber torn 

From the eyelid heavy at morn: 

Banquet and blithe carousal throng the ways, 

And the amorous hymn like fire in the air breaks 


forth in praise. 
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AICXYAOY 


XOPOC IKETIAQN 


Є; $e кирєї tis méXas oieovomóXov 
éyyatos оїктоу айшь, 

доЁасє, т ákoveiv 

ёта tas Tnpelas 

umridos oikrpüs dXóxov 
кірютумдтоу т’ anddovos’ 


AT ато хором тоташ» т cipyoueva 
тєбє ше» olxtov N0éwv, 
ovvrißnoı de mardos 
/ € 9 [4 
pópov, ws avTopovas 
dero трд xewós eer, 


Svoparopos котом TVXOV. 
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FROM THE FIRST CHORUS IN THE 
SUPPLIANTS 


II 1 


While we grieve, were any near 
Listening with an augur's ear, 

“Tis the sad voice, he should guess, 
‘Of that rueful wife's distress 
‘Tereus wedded,—"tis the wail 


‘Of the hawk-chased nightingale !’ 


П 2 


She too, reft of home and river, 
Her lost haunts bewaileth ever, 
And in her sad story's loom 
Weaves that other piteous doom,— 
Her own son beloved, that she 


Murdered so unmotherly ! 
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AICXYAOY 


TOS Kal éyà Pirddupros ‘laoviowss voposce 
датто Tay атаћау 

є\обєрӣ 7rapeuàv 

ameıpodarpvv те kapb(av: 

уоєдуа Ò avOepilopat, 

deruaivovoa Ффіћ№охѕ, 

тӣсдє фиуйѕ 

depias amo yas 


єї tis ёсті кпдєроу. 


AAAG, Geol yevérat, KAvet’ ed тд Ölkasov ідортєс" 
HBa ш) TéXeov 

бдутєс Éyew map айтат, 

Вр б Eruums oTwyóvres, 

meroıT Av Evdıroı yapors. 

Єсть de как TroMépou 

тегрорбудіс 

Bwpos apis duyasıv 

púa, дацидуоу oéBas. 


AESCHYLUS 


III І 


I, like her, lament and plain 
Softly in sad Ionian strain: 
Tender sunburnt cheek is bruiséd, 
And, to tears erewhile unuséd, 


Heart from sorrow's inmost springs 


Now their bitterest essence wrings :— 


Here, my heavy mind misgives, 
No friend careth, no help lives 


For the Dim Land's fugitives. 


III 2 
Nay but, O Gods, our Sires divine, 


Hear us, and let your eyes incline 
To Justice! If ye would be just, 
O grant not the desire of lust! 
Let violent sin be right abhorred : 
Even to them that fly the sword, 
Even to men from battle driven 
Altars are for refuge given, 


Sacred in the sight of Heaven. 
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AICXYAOY 


HMIXOPION A 


elf ein Ass ed ravarqdos— 


HMIXOPION B’ 


Aus lpepos ойк 

evOnpatos érúxOn" 

mavra Tot preyeer 

Kav скотф peñaiva Evy Tuya 


pepórea ot Xaoís. 


HMIXOPION A' 
mimreı Ò асфалес ойд ёт! уфт 
корифа Л:0 ei 


крау0? прӣура TéXetov. 


HMIXOPION B' 
байлоо yap птратібау 


/ 
баскіої тє Teivovctv TTOPOL 


катібєїу йфрастог. 
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IV 1 


FIRST VOICE 
O might we know beyond all doubt 
What Zeus would— 
SECOND VOICE 


Nay, past searching out! 
God’s will before our human sight 
Shines against blackest foil of night 
Only with dull and smouldering light. 


IV 2 


FIRST VOICE 
But all effects his will intends 
Fall to safe undefeated ends. 
SECOND VOICE 


Tangled in gloomy thickets blind 
And close beyond discerning wind 
The dark ways of his secret mind. 
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AICXYAOY 


атте $ édrridev 

ab whirvpyov mavakeıs 
Вротойс, Biav ® ob 

ти” вот Мер 

Tay йтомоу 9 áppovíav 
huevos аш dpóvnud Tos 
айтодєу éfémpafev витає 


edpávoy ab áyvàv. 


ібєсва Ò eis йВрім 
Вротєїму oía veátei 
тубш» бі ápóv 

yápov TeÜaXas 
óvovrapafloóXowt фресір, 


«al Svávovav шум» 


7 м y y 
KEVTPOV éyov APUKTOV, ATAS 


атата» petadyous. 
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THE WHOLE CHORUS 
VI 


From towering Hope's ambitious height 
Down to Perdition's blackest pit 
He hurls the aspiring thoughts of Man, 
Yet stirs not, yet exerts no force: 
Calm in his will's enabled might 
His throned imaginations sit, 
And see the World's harmonious Plan 
tr raf od Mewe-enward in its ordered course. 


V2 
So let his eyes behold and see 


On earth now what intemperate sin, 
What violent heats of froward youth 
The old evil stock buds forth again! 
Thus amorous and athirst for me, 
With heart's own folly spurred within 
To madness,—and the mocked heart’s ruth 


Repentant in its ruinous train ! 
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AICXYAOY 


XOPOC ІКЄТІДОМ 


"Avaf dvartwv, nardpmv 
ракартате, Kal TEAEwv TEMEL- 
бтатор kpáros, бМВіє Zed, 

ri0dod тє kai уєубабо" 

áXevcov avipav йВрім ed aTvy5jcas, 
Мира T EuBare порфироєгбеї 

Tay peXavótvy rav. 


TO mpos yvvaucdv $ émidov 
памаєфатоу ápérepov yévos, 

/ / \ 
фомаз проуомоу yuvatxos 
убосоу єйфроу alvov' 
yevod trokvuvactop, ёфаттор ‘lots: 
Маі тог yévos eùyopef elvat 


A э \ A 9 3 / 
yas ато TücÓ évoixov. 


AESCHYLUS 


THE FOURTH CHORUS IN THE 
SUPPLIANTS 


I І 


O King of Kings, among the blest 
Most blessed, with dominion clothed 
Among the: perfect perfectest, 

Zeus in thy heaven, give ear and save: 
Defend us from this manhood's loathed 
And violent outrage! Whelm and quench 

Their engine of the dusky bench, 


And plunge them in the glooming wave! 


I 2 


Regard us women, take our part; 
Let once again that Woman stir 
Fond memory in thy mindful heart, 
The foundress of our ancient line: 

Remember, O forget not her 
On whom thy mystic hand was laid ; 
Io, that in this region strayed, 


Hers are we born, O Lord, and thine! 
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II 1 


Our steps again are homed 
Where once our Mother roamed 

The guarded meadow of her flowery feeding ; 
Hence, from the soil we tread, 
The sore-teased Io fled, 

Through many a tribe of men so madly speeding ; 
Then, to fulfil her destined fate, 

Held for the far shore, sundering the opposed strait. 


II 2 


Through Asia then she flew, 
The Phrygian pastures through, 

By Teuthras town among the Mysians lying, 
O'er Lydian lowlands wide 
And many a mountain-side 

Alike Pamphylian and Cilician flying, 
Perennial river, golden plain, 


And corn-abounding region, Aphrodite's reign. 
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III 1 


Still by the wingéd herd 
With sharp goad's pricking spurred, 
She won at last that fair divine green Isle, 
God's pasture fed with snows, 
Where meet the eternal foes, 
Harsh Typho and the pure diseaseless Nile; 
There, maddening with despiteful shame 


And stings of Hera's malice, all distraught she came. 


III 2 


The folk then dwelling near 
Paled with sickly fear, 

Trembling amazed before the uncouth sight,— 
A creature twinned, half-human, 
Part heifer and part woman,— 

Monstrous, a thing for marvelling and affright :— 
Then who was he that gave her peace 


And made the long-tormented lo's pain to cease? 
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IV ı 


Lord through all time's unending length, 
O Zeus, the act was thine! 

By force of thine unhurtful strength 
And by thy breath divine 

Her pain was healed, the spring unsealed 
Of sorrowing tears and shameful ruth: 
Zeus-laden then in very sooth, 


A. perfect Son she bare to thee. 


IV 2 


A Son throughout all ages blest ; 
Whence every land doth cry: 

* Here is the seed of Zeus confessed, 
Life-giving Lord on high: 

Those plagues that Hera's wrath designed 
Whose power but His had strength to cure? 
This was His doing; these, for sure, 


The ancient race of Epaphus." 
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V I 


Where have I cause in equal deed 
To call on such another's name? 
He with his hand hath sown our seed, 
In wisdom hath designed our frame; 
Lord Zeus, before whose favouring air 


Move all things to an issue fair. 


V2 


And is there none with prouder might 
He waits on in the lower place? 

None is there underneath whose right 
He bows, abiding soveran grace: 

Whate'er his counsel, it may run; 


He speaks it,—and the act is done, 
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THE FIFTH CHORUS IN THE 
SUPPLIANTS 


I 1 


Now to our voice lend ear indeed, 

Ye Powers in heaven above, and speed 
These blessings vowed ! 

His harsh cry Ares never raise 

To set this happy land ablaze,— 

Lewd Reaper, whose red sickle mows 

Harvest in other fields than those 


With iron ploughed. 


Compassion moved their heart ; 
Choosing the righteous part, 

They chose with high uplifted hand 
This wretched pilgrim band. 
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AESCHYLUS 


I 2 


They would not take with wrongful choice 
The man's part, and despise the voice 

Of woman's prayer: 
Above stood ever in their sight 
Anger of God's offended Right:— 
Unwelcomed on the roof would perch 
Those black feet with defiling smirch, 

So hard they bear! 


Their souls revered their race, 

Kin suppliants under grace 

Of Pure Zeus; therefore altars pure 
Shall find God's favour sure. 


II 1 


From this green covert then take wing 
Our voices, and for honour sing 
With eager strife :— 
May Pestilence these places fair 
Never leave of manhood bare; 
Never here may civic broil 
Stain with corpses red the soil 
That reared their life! 
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AESCHYLUS 9I 


The young bloom live unshorn ; 
Let Ares in the morn 
Stir not from Aphrodite's bower 


To crop this human flower! 


II 2 


With old men bringing gifts and prayers 
In reverent age the altar-stairs 

Be alway thronged ; 
So the land still rest ordered well, 
If Zeus within their conscience dwell, 
Zeus of the Stranger, who by Law's 
Old usage high upholds the cause 

Of Right unwronged. 


The earth bring forth her due 
Of tribute ever new, 
And Artemis, fair Archeress, 


Their labouring women bless! 
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III 1 


Murderous hate come never near, 
Put not arms in Ares' hand, 
That hush the lute and wake the tear ; 
Their war be with the foeman's land, 
But not cry havoc here! 


Swarms of diseases dread 

Light far from these folks’ head! 
O heavenly Slayer, let thy mind 
To all their youth be kind! 


III 2 


Zeus in heaven above fulfil 
Yield of the earth at every tide, 
And teem the grazing cattle still 
With increase; and in all beside 
God grant them all their will! 


Then by the altar-blaze 

Arise glad songs of praise; 
Quiring in air from holy throat 
Harp-wedded anthems float! 
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IV 1 


For Burghers may the People keep 

Rights and endowments unimpaired, 
Nor let their prudent counsel sleep 

For common weal in common shared :— 
To Strangers, ere they draw the sword 

And difference painfully dispute, 
To Justice of the laws afford 


Peaceful appeal in civil suit. 


IV 2 


For Gods, their native land who hold, 
The country's worship still maintain 
After their fathers use of old 
With laurel borne, with oxen slain :— 
Their fathers use; that solemn word 
Honour thy Parents, child, with awe 
Stands the commandment written third 


In holiest Right's most honoured Law. 
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THE LAST SCENE OF THE EUMENIDES 
CHORUS OF EUMENIDES 


I І 


Home with Pallas I will share, 

Nor despise a land so fair, 

Wherein Zeus and Ares dwell, 
Heaven's bright earthly citadel! 
Shield of every native shrine, 

Spirits divine 

Count thee gem of purest shine 
And their dear delight: 

Now shall my lips make for thee 
Prayer with heartfelt charity 

And foretelling bright: _ 

Life with all life’s joys belonging 
Gendered from the Earth come thronging 
By the Sun’s bright heavenly might! 
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ATHENA 


It is in kindness unto these 

My Burghers that I stablish here 
Within my region Deities 

Of powerful might and mood severe. 
Dispose of all things touching Man 

Lies in their lawful competence ; 
But whoso comes beneath their ban, 

Feels a blow fall, he knows not whence. 
His fathers’ ancient sins arrest 

And hale him where these Dread Ones are; 
And wrath, for all his loud protest, 


In silence damns him at their bar. 


CHORUS 
I 2 


On the fruit-trees never blow— 
By my grace I will it so— 
Withering blast or singeing air, 
But keep their regions, and forbear 


The young green budded eyes to sear; 
7—2 
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AESCHYLUS IOI 


Come not here 

Mildew, bringing blight's drear 
Waste and sterile dearth: 

Pan make their flocks thrive 

And in season bear alive 
Twin-increaséd birth; 

Whence the God of Trover’s treasure 
Win reward in ample measure 


From the store of teeming Earth! 


ATHENA 


My warders, hear what they bestow ! 
What bounties, and how surely sealed ; 
For both in Heaven and Earth below 
Great power the Queen Avengers wield : 
And in the lives of Men confessed 
Most absolute their power appears, 
Either with songs to make them blest, 


Or blind them in a mist of tears. 
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CHORUS 
II r 
All untimely deaths, avaunt ! 
Afar be unripe manhood's doom ! 
And O ye Powers of Marriage, grant 
Wedlock to her maiden bloom; 
With you, from one dark Mothers womb 
The Fates our Sisters, who dispense 
Dues to the world, whose influence 
Every home feels, every hour 
Owns your present ruling power 
Grave with just and righteous reason, 
Every season 
Yields the crown of Heaven to you! 


ATHENA 


It fills my heart with happiness 
To hear this benediction sung :— 
Dear Suasion, thy sweet eyes I bless 
That looked with favour on my tongue! 
So wrathful and averse they stood ; 
But Zeus of Parley won the day, 
And crowned our rivalry for good 
Victorious every way! 
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CHORUS 
III 1 


Fare ye well, rejoiced with riches' righteous portion, 
fare ye well, 

Folk that in this city nigh to God's own Virgin 
Daughter dwell; 

Dear to her as she to Zeus, beloved and loving, 
timely-wise, 

And, beneath her wings abiding, sacred in the 
Fathers eyes. 


ATHENA 


And fare ye well! But I must go 
Before you to the place below 
And point you to your chambers right 
By the sacred torches' light 
Which this troop in escort bear. 
Then, being stately ushered there 
With solemn sacrifice of slain, 
All evil from this land refrain: 
Keep all harm in durance penned, 
And all gainful blessing send 
To give her victory ! 
Come then, Cranaus' ancient seed, 
My Citizens, my Burghers, lead 
And bring these Dwellers on their way, 
Still keeping in your hearts, I pray, 
Good will and charity! 





AESCHYLUS 109 
CHORUS 
III 2 


Fare ye well, yet once again I speak my blessing, 
fare ye well, 

Mortals all and Spirits immortal in this happy land 
who dwell; 

Keep the home I share with Pallas holy, ye shall 
surely find 

Life to full contentment ever prove in all her fortunes 
kind. 


ATHENA 


I do commend the terms 
Of these your blessings, and will bring you now, 
With fiery flame of torches giving shine, 
To those profound and cavernous abodes, 
With noblest escort led, the ministers 
That guard my sacred image: and with right; 
For it shall issue forth the fairest fair 
Of all the land of Theseus,—women, maids, 
And aged matrons.—Come then, do them honour; 
Deck them with crimson robes of festival, 
And let the bright light move; that so the land 
May find this company's good will henceforth 
Marked in her manhood's excellence and worth. 
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AESCHYLUS III 


CHORUS OF THE ESCORT 


IV 
Come away then and pass where good will shall 
estate you, 
Dread Children of Night, in the pride of your 


dower— 


Let all the people refrain their voice! 


Where in Earth's immemorial dark caverns await you 
Drink-offerings and burnt, adoration, and power:— 


Let all the people refrain their voice! 


V 


Pleased with the bright flaming torches repair with us 
Faithful and kind, O ye Awful Ones, kind! 
Pass with us here, and while down we are 
wending, 


Now sound the glad burden, Reyozce / 


Home in the torch-lighted chamber to share with us, 
Friends for all time beside Pallas enshrined : 
Zeus with high Fate hath conspired for this 
ending :— 


Now sound the glad burden, Rejoice! 
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SECOND CHORUS IN THE ANTIGONE 


I 1 


There are marvellous wonders many 
Where'er this world we scan, 

Yet among them nowhere any 
So great a marvel as Man. 

To the white sea's uttermost verges 
Afloat this miracle goes, 

Forging through thundering surges 
When the wintry southwind blows :— 

And the Earth, Heaven's Mother, divinest-born, 

The eternal, deathless, unoutworn, 

Still plied with an endless to-and-fro 

As the yearly ploughshares furrowing go, 
By Man is fretted and torn. 
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I 2 

The blithe swift careless races 

On light wing flying in air 
With speed of his wit he chases 

And takes in a woven snare: 
All deer in the wild wood running, 

The deep sea's diverse kind, 
Are snared in toils by the cunning 

Of Man's outrivalling mind. 
Strength of the lion, lord of the hill, 
Yields to Man's overmastering skill; 
With his proud mane bowing under the yoke 
The rebellious horse is tamed and broke, 

And the mountain bull to his will, 
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SOPHOCLES I17 


II 1 


He hath found out Speech, and the giving 
Of wings to his high proud Thought; 
And the ordered spirit of living 
In Towns his mind hath taught; 
Shelter from arrowy shafts 
Of the bleak air's frost and sleet; 
There is nought in store but his crafts 
Shall have armed him ready to meet; 
He fronts with fresh devices 
The future's every shape:— 
Only, despite his cunning, 
The Grave still mocks all shunning ; 
Disease may root her vices, 


But Art hath learned escape. 
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софб» ті TO umxavoev 
réyvas бтр Nri ¿xv 
voTé pêv kaxóv, ANOT ёт’ èc- 
Orov prer’ 

vópovs yepalpoyv ~Oovds 
Gedy т Évopxov бікам, 
inplrronss: 

TOMAS 

ӧтф TO un каћдӧу 
Evveote ToAnäs xdpıy' 
pat ёро) Evvearıos 
yévovro mit loov ppovdv 
ds таб ёрдег. 
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II 2 


Armed thus with deft resources 
Beyond all dream of skill, 
He moves in diverse courses 
To good ends or to ill :— 
While conscience holds the Land's 
High Laws and God's own Right 
Sacred,—his proud height stands 
In the city's proudest height : 
When lawless imagination 
Hath harboured crime in his heart,— 
His city is gone for ever— 
The man that doeth it, never 
In hearth or habitation 
Or spirit of mine have part! 
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"Epos avixare páxav, 

"Epos, Os Ev xTnpacs MITTELS, 

Os Ev pañaxais mapeiais 

veávidos Evvuxeveis, 

$ovrác $ bmepmóvrios бу T 
arypovopots ai\ais* 

xal с’ obr adavarov $ifipos ovdels 
ovO” åpepiwv dé y дрдратоаг, 


o Ò ¿xov weumver. 


ov kai Sixaimy адікоиѕ 

ppévas rapacrás ёті MBa' 

ov кад тббє veikos avdpav 

Eivannov eyes tapátas* 

ving Ò évapyns Bhrepápov 

inepos єйАєктром 

уйифас, TOv peyáMov Ttrápedpos Фу ápxais 
deousv' äpaxos yap épmaíte 

0cós "Афродіта. 
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FROM THE FOURTH CHORUS OF THE 
ANTIGONE 


O Warrior Love unquelled, 
Thou Spoiler, armed for the raid, 
Whose vigil at night is held 
On the damask cheeks of a maid ; 
Thy path goes over the flowing sea, 
Thy presence dwells in the woodland field ; 
Be it god or mortal that fain would flee, 
There is none may fly thee, but all must yield 


To the madness gotten of thee! 


Though a man choose right, to the wrong 
Thy force will wrest him and spoil ; 
It is here, thy spirit is strong 
This kinsman-feud to embroil : 
In a fair maid's eyes the desire-light seen 
Victorious burns in the kindled breast; 
Prince in the most high Laws' demesne, 
There dwells, with her wilful tyrannous jest, 


The divine triumphant Queen! 
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XOPOC АТТІКОМ ГЄРОМТОМ 


evimmov, Eve, тӣсдє «opas 
(xov TA кратіста yas &ravAa, 
тд» йруйта KoXevóv, бив 

e / / 
a Alyeıa умуйдрєтаї 
Üauitovca pamor andov 
ХМараїс отд Bdooass, 

\ 2 \ y \ 
TOY olvywTroy Exovoa кіссду 
ка) тёр aBatov Oeod 
$vAXdÓa рирюкартоу àvýħov 
9 / [4 4 

üvjveuóv Te TávTOV 

/ >o э e / 

xeuuovov* iv о Barxıwras 
del Asovvoos ¿uBareves 


дваїс audımoAmv reOnvats. 


SOPHOCLES 


AT COLONUS 


I 1 


Stranger, where thy feet now rest 
In this land of horse and rider, 
Here is earth all earth excelling, 
White Colonus here doth shine! 
Oftenest here and homing best 
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THIRD CHORUS FROM THE OEDIPUS 


Where the close green coverts hide her, 


Warbling her sweet mournful tale 
Sings the melodious nightingale, 
Myriad-berried woods her dwelling, 
And the wine-hued ivy, where 
Through the sacred leafage lonely 
No sun pierces, or rude air 

Stirs from outer storm, and only 
Those divine feet walk the region— 
Thine, O Reveller, thine, 

Bacchus, following still that legion 
Dear, thy nursing Nymphs divine! 
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балл, $ ovpavias br’ xvas 
o raAMBorpus кат ђрар dei 
vapkıocos, peyddaw Üeaiv 
apyxalov orebavuu', б Te 
xpvoauyns kpóxos* ovd dümvoi 
xphvas шиодоцссу 

Kndıcod voyádes peéOpov, 

AAN aièv ет Nuarı 

фкутдкоє пєдіюу ётіріссєтаг 
актрбтф соу ёшВр 
oTepvouxov xOovós* ovdé Movaav 
Хоро viv ітєстиупсау, ovd а 


xpucávios "Афробіта. 
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I 2 


Fresh with heavenly dews, and crowned 
With earliest white in shining cluster, 
Each new morn the young narcissus 
Blooms, that antique use of old 

Bids the Great Queens bind around 
Their twain brows; in golden lustre 
Here the crocus beams ; and here 
Spring, nor minish all the year, 

Cool deep wells that feed Cephissus: 
Rich with balm of speedy birth 

Day by day the sleepless river 

Issuing o'er the breasted Earth 
Wandereth in pure streams to give her 
Ease and life. Nor frown the Muses 
Or their quires withhold ; 

Nay, nor sweet Love's Queen refuses 


Her bright chariot-reins of gold. 
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СОФОКЛЄОҮС 


&otıv & olov yò yas "Actas 

э 9 ГА 
ойк ÉTAKOVO, 

эмэ з ^ / / / 
old’ Ev TA peyara Awpidt vao 
TléXozros патпотє Вћастоу, 

4 9 2 / 3 , 
фуотєиџ AXELPOTOY, AVTOTOLOV, 


éyyéov фоВтиа баїши, 


`0 Trade бале, péyiora хора, 


yNaunas птадотрофоо pvAXov éXaías. 
\ / 9 \ э 4 
TO pêv TLS OU veapos офде упра 
cuvvaiwy &МмФсе уєрі Trép- 
cas, б yap aiév дру kvkXos 
Nevaaeı vw Mopiov №05, 


ха yhaurórris '"AO0áva. 
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II 1 


And a marvellous herb of the soil grows here, 
Whose match I never have heard it sung 
In the Dorian isle of Pelops near 
Or in Asia far hath sprung. 
"Iis a plant that flourishes unsubdued, 
Self-engendering, self-renewed, 
To her armed foes' dismay ; 
That never so fair but in this land bloomed,— 
With the gray-blue silvery leaf soft-plumed, 
Her nurturing Olive-spray. 
No force, no ravaging hand shall raze it, 
In youth so rash, or in age so wise, 
For the orb of Zeus in heaven surveys it, 


And blue-gray light of Athena's eyes. 
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&XXov Ò alvov éyw parporoner 
табє кратистоу 

S@pov тод ueyáXov Saipovos eieiv, 
x0ovos auxnna péyw Tov, 
eVLTTMOV, єйтаодоу, eÜaXaccov: 

® та Kpövov, с? yáp ww eis 
TOO eloas abynp’, dva£ lloceióáv, 
immo TOY акєстйра уамибу 
mp@rtascı таїсдє ктісаѕ arvıals, 
й т einperuos ёклтау\ ама 
xepol rapartouéva TATA 
дреске, THY бкатоштобам 


Napgóov axoAovdos. 
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II 2 


Yet again my song shall arise and tell 
Of the proudest jewel the region wears; 
To her Mother's portion of old it fell, 
And the Child her birth-right shares :— 
Blest in gift of the horse is she, 
Gift of the young horse, gift of the sea, 
Twice-blest in a two-fold dower: 
Thy gift, O Lord of the waves, her throne, 
For in her streets first upon earth was shown 
Thy chastening bridle's power; 
And here most wonderful over the waters 
Slender and shapely the trimmed oar fleet 
In the sea-dance following Nereus' daughters 


Leaps to the foam of a hundred feet. 


А. 


JULIUS CAESAR ІЗІ 
kal uv áxovaov Ev pépet каро тодє-- 
fru ye, Sel kal тобто Y Evvoeiv, OTL . 
xpéos тд тістду Éyouev és тд wav $iXovs 
mpäfavres' друб тарта, wAnOves стратоє" 
kai тоў uev ioyds айёєта каб! трєрам, 
naiv Y éroiuos акрасає dn dOLvew. 
pei ror Bporeıa rrpáyuar · єдфрообита 66 
nv pev AGBy Tie, ovpia урта TUxm' 
єї Ò ойу apaptn, Bpáxeos kai dvompakiass 
Evywy тд Mormor тод Piou vavTidXeTat. 
тоиїдє XNMAS каєрдє Ev TrAnupupids 
TXeiv, й) mapevras EumoANjs ápaprávetv. 


MACBETH 


dpxe pêv атћдѕ ovdév, ¿Aba касфаћѕ 
тротбеї` TÒ б єк TOUS avdpos EVTETNKE pot 
bößnua* кай wv бита Bacrihurov pices 
rapßeiv avayKn* TOAN Exeı толыа» Üpácos, 


9—2 


132 SHAKESPEARE 
And, to that dauntless temper of his mind, 
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in safety. There is none but he 
Whose being I do fear: and under him 
My Genius is rebuked. He chid the sisters 
When first they put the name of king upon me, 
And bade them speak to him: then prophet-like 
They hail’d him father to a line of kings: 
Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown, 
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand, 
No son of mine succeeding. If’t be so, 
For Banquo's issue have I filed my тіпа; 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murder’d; 
Put rancours in the vessel of my peace 
Only for them; and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man, 
To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings! 
Rather than so, come fate into the list, 
And champion me to the utterance! 

Macbeth ПІ І 


MACBETH 


орой Ò atpertov Üvuóv оѓакострофог 
ppéves xaTiOivovew aspari moreîv. 
ойк Eorıv бити” üXXov ay тресаш! eyo, 
mpos тбибє Y йаса mws ЄАеууорає Aayav 
Tov байшом': obros, трі у ai тріссаї корал 
аракта w elmov, eir évir TEL viv №ёуфи 
avTOv TpocavOüv: ai бё pavréwy бікти 
Eypnoav avrüv fBaciXéov арутпуєит 
Toop" éuol Ò акартом фтасам стёфоѕ 
митоспорбу TE скђптро» вісєуєіресам, 
0 Tis mpoonkwv ovdev apmafas Bia 
rraidwv Epmuov diadoyov ш’ arocTepei. 

ei Ò ёст: тайта, то?д dp Ekryovwv Úrrep 
xpávas êxo Tov Üvpóv, dvópa Y eupiAr 
kelvwv dovevgas elver, evan\wv ¿aw 
dpevav тараЁаҳ veikos, фукотом стаси, 
xai такбретто> eig pòv Kapa pcos 
patas, бт keivot rupavvdaiv Épóvov. 
ойк Eorıv, AAN aryGvos eis Treipav mapos 


айтђ катбмбої uoip, iv eldmpuev, TÚXNS. 
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HAMLET 


фей" 

фс wav? ood pe праурат ёк BovAns pias 
Onyer Tov außAvyeıpa‘ Kai ті біт avnp, 
єйдє Te касбєгу, ei mapovr ¿ora табє 


TO Містом ёштбМлна тод џакрой Biov; 
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Өр ойтоѕ, our avOpwios. add’ 8 тог KTicas 


BXémovras Has, ws фреифу émrnBorous, 

тб mpoode Kai тойпиєбєу, iaüÜeov торор, 
ойу 05 рату» аруїсом wTacey тобє. 

viv ò eire №0 Katoyos date Onp èyw, 
eir ойу óxvw тамбєудє kaXxaivov ayav— 
obTep тофди puéreaTiv би y lows pépos, 

ra тріа ёё mävrws ÓciMas TOY тєттарш›— 
yo Ò mws Lov elu ёт’ атракто ёт! 

ойк old, ётю mäpeorı ToU mpäfaı Sinn 
mew тє кад OéhovtT: umxavrjs kpáros. 


KING LEAR 


уду ò érevyouat 
TMjvai pe, TAHVvaL* тойдє yap бєїсває пара. 
tw бєоі, 
yépev 60 univ ctu, vrepyéuwv Tadas 
ynpws тє Amys T, абліає Evvopidos. 
AAN elmep EE úpov ye mpovaoeAodaı TOV 
blcavra y alde, mativ тостубє оби 
un Өўтё ш’ dare TAnpovas dépew Trade" 
plats 8 evryevés ті, un Sakpópaauv 
avp 'yvvamkeioıcoıv alayúvov péOos. 
ойк, GAMA топа, ® KATÁTTUOTA OTÚYN, 
саф їстє—0расо yap Tosað’, orroía цем 
obra cadnvés, ola $ obv trávras fBporovs 
$píeceiw kX)ovras. дра kXavacoÜa, док® ; 
ой ёт éywye* kXavpárov pev aka 
mémor" ёш) de TpóaÜev eis àvijpiÜua 
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xexdacpévy "oras фрти, трі» éxBSaXetv бакри. 


ёа pe: pavías Ta eAauverar TéXas. 


138 WEBSTER 


App. Claud. Know you the place you speak in? 
Virginius. Ill speak freely. 
Good men, too much trusting their innocence, 

Do not betake them to that just defence 
Which gods and nature gave them, but even wink 
In the black tempest, and so fondly sink. 
App. Claud. Let us proceed to sentence. 
Virginius. Ere you speak, 
One parting farewell let me borrow of you 
To take of my Virginia, 
App. Claud. Now, my lords, 
We shall have fair confession of the truth.— 


Pray, take your course. 
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ap olof Ev oloıs Tair EemiyAwoca mapwv; 
№ёуоци Av’ єбє yap фуабої Bporwv, 
dpeciv Salas ої Мам тєто@бтє$ 

ойк nkiwoav Tots Tapovow ёк Oev 
урійтває Sixaios єїта тф Вабиєкотаф 
уєцифиї AnPOeis tis шйсає атоћеєто. 

non бікастє, ws Gris XeXeypuévov. 

йтаё ёт adds трі» бікти rpaivew p ба 
то Aolodıov dy паїда просфаиєїм Eunv. 
avnp ёокє› афтію Єкфамєїу йтам 


тамувеє "uiv és pécrov.—répatve 07. 
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AAN © Téxvoy рог уаїрє" Kal yap EeAiöwv 
kelvov čow йр, айтер пса» ёк aeder, 

éEew бутоги ойтот' алла Tv mapos 
yévoiro AnOn piratov Traldevuuarov* 

бт ёк payns pèr mpWToV és Öouovs oXov 
сод Tépyruv elyov Ev тайаке Sivovpevns, 

av 8 ad кдӧриу dopodvra уамкбам Єті 
патёра pirova éxatpes, арт cod корти 
yek@oav GAXAnv TpocyeAw@a avys vro. 

kal Anuarwv cor бі) пот ўи бібаткамог 
фати т Emmakovv' tpavpaci б adyov дише 
akora uév пробиша б том àv рё 
демктіре Umvov díXrpa pyyavepevos. 

viv 8 add йпєр то: pücıv ¿E аруїїс Bapüs 
байшом ара? wre, таўт' dp Û didn 
acuvnvée? uiv és Tédog TO uópcipov. 
parpav érewas püXXov ? каб Sov» 
xplvovew* adda cîya THY бікти péve. 
emioxes'‘ ws éxov viv xwrw dixns 


dTepÜev, ойсам ойк éunv TO сф Moye. 


XO. 
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dp erbaves tadnOes ёк каМмиршатау; 
Kpewv, cv $ abT)v тфдє adv тйут Séxov. 
Kal pnv афӯка rots Oucátoveiw таб 
colo. тафтти yeupos dE uis kravov. 
idov Ò, Umepbpov Aupewv, ömws éyo 
THVS Evölkws цер ойк, éXevÜépav Y duos 
Ednka‘ coi Ò Epwros el unmw короб, 
av б ой» davodaav avrös Ev amAayxvoms бує. 
© Sewov Épryov cxXéTALOV T eipryacuévos. 
Tov aurobövrnv пісі №абосдаг Mero. 
фей, 
Tas LOL vyévovr dv mioTös oTALT@Y KÚKNOŞ ; 
ой шум úrrooras TpócÜe pupiwv "Арт 
errad vm àvópdv Ónuiev фомєйсораї, 
GAN odrrep dA») mpos orparov фбаса puyav. 
ov стє/сє ої uév karaXajgetv Tov àvóctiov, 
ої $ aiper auriv: ws dei упра dire? 
paviàs önapreiv mapakomn cvvéuropos. 
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Whether on Ida's shady brow, 
Or in the chambers of the East, 
The chambers of the sun, that now 


From ancient melody have ceased; 


Whether in heaven ye wander fair, 
Or the green corners of the earth, 
Or the blue regions of the air 
Where the melodious winds have birth ; 


Whether on crystal rocks ye rove, 
Beneath the bosom of the sea, 
Wandering in many a coral grove, 


Fair Nine, forsaking Poetry ; 


How have you left the ancient love 
That bards of old enjoyed in you! 
The languid strings do scarcely move, 


The sound is forced, the notes are few. 
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Cite кат 'ISalas dpa пібакає, elre кат ‘Hols 


Tuyxaver, © Mosar, mAaföuevaı Parapovs, 


Ts Wapos dpuovins Auvnuovas, N кат “Odvprrov 


$ovevvrov T üvéuov aldepiav ryéveauv, 


7 xÜovós evayxés т. кат ёдгор, ў та Oardoons 


BévOea кам Avrpwv Жегрібєссі pvyois, 


@ Moücaı, ті memövdar amoorepfacaı ¿pora 


ка! xapıv аруаїши тт Tápos DpvoTÓXoV ; 


ávti yàp афбоуітѕ Barós ports xos duavpas 
viv фёрєт ёк уордфи умеура Biatouévov. 
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А; Xaperes Téuevós Ti Naßeiv Strep ойу wecetras 


Inrovoaı ux» ebpov "Apıorobavovs. 


"Астєрас eioadpeis "Астйр éuós: єїӨє уєроїцту 
ovpavós, WS rroXhois бидааг eis сё Bhéro. 


A€ONTIOY 


"Орфеос oixopevov Taya Tis Tore Мейтєто Модса· 
ced de, Mdrwv, dOuévov mavoaro kai кідарт. 

Чу yàp ёт: mporépev peréwy Оут Tis апторраб, 
ev таў ae touévg kai фресі кай rahapass. 
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The Graces sought a lasting shrine 
Immune from time’s disease ; 
And seeking, found it—in the soul 

Of Aristophanes. 


Gazing at stars, O Star? 
Star of my soul! Ah me, 
That I were heaven, to gaze with all 


Those myriad eyes on thee! 


LEONTIUS 


When Orpheus passed away, some notes 
Perchance, though few, 

Remained yet; but when Plato died, 
The harp ceased too. 


Some little spark of ancient song, 
Some fragment still 
Was left us, lingering in thy soul 
And in thy skill. 
10—2 


148 LOVE WINGED MY HOPES 


Love winged my hopes and taught me how to fly 
Far from base earth, but not to mount too high: 
For true pleasure 

Lives in measure, 

Which if men forsake, 

Blinded they into folly run and grief for pleasure take. 


But my vain hopes, proud of their new-taught flight, 
Enamoured sought to win the Sun's fair light; 
Whose rich brightness 

Moved their lightness 

To aspire so high 

That all scorched and consumed with fire now 


drowned in woe they lie. 


And none but Love their woeful hap did rue, 

For Love did know that their desires were true; 
Though Fate frowned, 

And now drowned 

They in sorrow dwell, 

It was the purest light of heaven for whose fair 


love they fell. 
Circa 1600 
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"Ємтібає emrepuywaev “Epws poi, ws pêv drıuûv 
yalav, vrép д alcav un peréwp Macast. 

pérpov yap BéXriaTov* úrepBaciv de тй y, Arm 
BXaxriópov, avr écÓXdv muar Eöwras éXeiv. 

ai de, Мау Kaivnow ayad\dopevar TrTepvyeaauv, 


aurödev 'HeXlov TAÑOav Фрассашемаї 


(hed Opaceos) rreipav, Óvyral бєоб' dv apa тоша 


äkyecı maubAertoıs keivrau йтоВриуво 


poUvos б, os Auaprov, "Epws Wrreipe, cuverdas 


évdika macxovoaıs ópOa de paropévass* 


«ei yap ümep Moipav poat trécov, aXX Évexev тоў 


Й | 
kaAkloTov mävrwv ücTépos ovpaviov. 
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"Абіоу ойбё> dperos, à Ò dABia, devrepa тарта 
Фстіу" amd oróparos $ émTvca kal TO рем 
тобто №ує, Nocais: riva 0 a Kúrrpis ойк édpiracer, 


ove oldev крас TávOea moia фода. 


O Love, they wrong thee much 
That say thy sweet is bitter, 
When thy rich fruit is such 
As nothing can be sweeter. 
Fair house of joy and bliss, 
Where truest pleasure is, 
I do adore thee; 
I know thee what thou art, 
I serve thee with my heart, 


And fall before thee. 
Circa 1600 
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Sweetest in all the world is love; 
No bliss but love is sweeter ; 
Matched with it in the mouth I taste 
The honeycomb :—'tis bitter. 


Thus Nossis testifies ; those else 
To whom Queen Cypris closes 
Her divine garden, they know not 


What bloom within, what roses! 


Moa о", "Epos, а8:кодсі Bao: aco фасі mixpiterv 
xaprróv, Єпєї mdvrws údiov ойдёу edu. 

w €00$ єффростуте, Xapirwv Somos, olda с буа»мує, 
olóa, xai evoeBéwy ёк dpevós aldkouaı. 
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®APMAKEYTPIAI 


Па pot Tal ödbvaı; $épe Өёттөм. ma бе та diXTpa ; 
aTéov тй» keXéBav фоиикёф olös афто, 

фс тд» pòv Варду eÜvra díXov xatadycopar йрдра, 
ös до Öwderaratos ab $ TáXas ovde побєйкеі, 

ov буро, потероу тедуакацєс 1) Cool eines. 

ovöe ддрає üpafev avapaıos. ђра oí adda 

axer xov б T "Epos Taxıvas bpevas й т Афробіта. 


THEOCRITUS 153 


THE MAGIC WHEEL 


Bring me the bay-leaves quick, and the love-charms. 
Now go wind 

Red wool round the caldron with knots, and bring 
them here, 

To enchant him with, my lover, so beloved and 
so unkind: 

Cruel! for twelve whole days he has never once 
come near— 

I may be dead or alive: he has never asked or known, 

Or knocked at the door in passing. Oh, love, ’tis 
all too clear, 


Love with his fickle fancies another road has flown. 
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I will go down to-morrow to the wrestling-ground, 
and there 

I will see his face, and tax him with his false and 
cruel wrong; 

But now my spell shall bind him. O shine out then 
bright and fair, 

Selene, Spirit of stillness, for to thee must rise my song, 

To thee, O powerful Hecate, my song must rise in 
prayer, 

Before whose awful coming the young whelps quake 
with dread 

When thy path lies over blood, and the grave-yards 
of the dead. 

Hail, thou wrathful Spirit, and thy true part still bear, 

And make these charms I mingle with no less virtue 
strong 


Than Circe's, or Medea’s, or Perimede's were. 


Turn, wheel, and turn, and draw my lover home. 
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Barley first in the withering flame:—O such delay! 

Where are thy wits flown, woman? Am I but a 
scorn and jeer 

In thine eyes too? Come sprinkle, and as you 
sprinkle, say 


These are the bones of Delphis that I am scattering here. 


Turn, wheel, and turn, and draw my lover home. 


Delphis wrought me sorrow; at him these leaves 
I burn: 

As they now shrink and sputter, and burst with 
a shriek, and fume, 

On a sudden pass in a blaze—not an ash can the 
eye discern— | 


So may Delphis' flesh in a wasting fire consume. 


Turn, wheel, and turn, and draw my lover home. 
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As this wax is melted with dark aid here by me, 

So by melting of love may the Myndian Delphis pine: 

As spins this brazen wheel, by the passion of love 
may he 

Spin with a wild brain dizzy before these doors of 


mine. 


Turn, wheel, and turn, and draw my lover home. 


Next for the bran.— Thy power, O Artemis, can stir 

Hell's own gates, and soften the stubborn will of 
the strong. 

—There, hark in the town how the dogs are baying— 
It is for Her 

At the crossways! Go run quickly and sound the 


brazen gong. 


Turn, wheel, and turn, and draw my lover home. 
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The winds are hushed and silent, silent is the sea— 

But O not silent ever is my heart's throbbing sore: 

For him I burn and burn, for the man that has 
made of me 

No honest wife, but a thing of shame, and a maid 


no more. 


Turn, wheel, and turn, and draw my lover home. 


Thrice I pour libation, and thrice, O soveran Queen, 

I speak these words: O grant me, whatever head 
may share | 

His pillow now, that loved one may he forget as clean 


As once in Dia Theseus did Ariadne fair. 


Turn, wheel, and turn, and draw my lover home. 


H. II 
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On the wild Arcadian hills is the herb mare's frenzy 
found, 
That makes the mares all madden and rush in furious 
race: 
So may Delphis dash from the glossy wrestling- 
ground 
Like a madman headlong hither to my home rushing 


apace. 


Turn, wheel, and turn, and draw my lover home. 


Here is the hem of his cloak that he lost here once. 
Since then 

I have kept it: now I shred it, and cast it into the 
fire.— 

O Love, O torturing Love, as a clinging leech of the 
fen, 

Why hast thou clung so closely and drained my life 


entire ? 


Turn, wheel, and turn, and draw my lover home. 


ІІ--2 
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Tomorrow a lizard bruised shall give him a draught 
of fate ; 

I will bring it brayed in a potion. But now, ere 
night is flown, 

You must take this broth and smear it on the lintel- 
bar of his gate, 

And, spitting, say Tris platster is made of Delphis 
bone. 


Turn, wheel, and turn, and draw my lover home. 


She is gone now; I can weep. Where shall tears 
rise for my love? 

Where shall grief begin? Who was it that brought 
me to this plight? 

‘Twas the time Апахо came, with the wild beasts 
trooping round, 

As virgin basket-bearer to the Huntress Virgin's grove; 

And the wild creatures, a lioness among them, were 
the sight. 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began. 
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Theucharidas old nurse—now in Heaven among 
the blest, 

My neighbour then, poor Thracian—came and begged 
me hard and prayed 

I would view the pageant with her; and I, to my 
sorrow, went, 

In a fine new gown, with a sweeping train, of silk 
brocade, 

And a cloak over my shoulders that Clearista lent. 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began. | 


I was just half-way on the road, just by Lycon's— 
when, behold, 

Delphis and Eudamippus approaching both were 
seen : 

Their chins, Goddess, more golden than the ivy- 
blossom's gold, 

And on their breasts a brighter than thine own 
heavenly sheen, | 

Fresh from the wrestling-ground where the hard- 
fought game had been. 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began. 
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And I looked and loved, loved madly; an arrow 
suddenly shot 

To the core; my beauty waned; and I thought no 
more that day 

Of the pageant: how, I know not, but somehow 
home I got: 

When a parching fever shook me and sapped my 
strength away, 

And on my bed ten days and ten long nights I lay. 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began. 


I was the colour of box, so pale my flesh was grown; 

And all my hair streamed off, and I was but skin 
and bone, 

Was there an old wise woman whose art I did not try? 

There was not a door I missed where a magic spell 
was known: 

But all of it brought no ease,—and the time still 
fleeting by. 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began, 
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And so at last I told my maid the truth outright: 

“ Thestylis, you must help me to find my fever's cure. 

It is he, that Myndian; body and soul, I am his: 
go now 

To the wrestling-ground and watch; for the games 
are his delight, 

And he loves to sit there daily; you will find him 
there for sure. 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began. 


“And when you see him alone, you must gently 
beckon, and say 

Come, Simaetha bids you, and lead his way before.” 

She went, and took my message, and brought him 
here in his bloom, 

Delphis here to my dwelling: and when from where 
I lay 

I heard his light step crossing the threshold of my 
door— 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began. 
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I went cold all over as ice; and on my brow 

Moisture broke out heavy as beads of morning dew; 

And I had no voice to utter so much as even in sleep 

Murmuring to their mothers uneasy children do: 

All stiff and stark, like a waxen doll, my whole 
frame grew. 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began. 


With a glance at me, the heartless man, his eyes 
bent low 

And he sat down on the bed, and he spoke, the 
heartless man: 

“You have just so much outstripped me, and no 
more, Simaetha dear, 

No whit more, in this your bidding me, than I two 
days ago 

Outstripped my friend Philinus in the footrace that 


we ran. 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began. 
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«І was hither bound—sweet Love's my witness!— 
I was bound 

With comrades two or three for thy door this very 
night, 

Love's apples in my breast, and my brows for triumph 
crowned 

‚With Heracles own garland, a wreath of poplar 
white 

All with purple twisted in ribands round and round. 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began. 


“And had the door been free,—that was well; for 
all the youth 

Own the favour of my form and my fleetness in 
the race; 

One kiss of thy sweet mouth, but one kiss, and I 
had slept: 

But had the door been barred, and you had shut 
me from your face, 

Then with brands flaming and axes you had seen 
our promise kept! 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began. 
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"But now my deepest thanks to the Goddess first 


are due, 

To the Queen of lovers first, and after her, dear girl, 
to you ; 

For you bade me to your own home:—I was fairly 
burnt half-through, 

And you plucked me from the fire. Ah, the fire 
that Love can raise! 

Hephaestus with his furnace cannot heat so fierce 


a blaze. 


O Queen, O Queen, consider how first my love 
began. 


"With madness from her bower Love will chase 
the maid unwed, 

And Love will chase the bride from her warm 
new-married bed." 

Thus he talked to me of love; and I, alas, was 
lightly won, | 

And I took him by the hand, and drew him near. 
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And flesh, O Queen, to flesh melted ripening; and 
the glow 
On our faces now glowed warmer, and we murmured 
soft and low. 
And, O Queen, to spare thine ears tedious telling— 
all was done, 


And we came unto the crown of our desire. 


And up till yesterday he had found no fault or 
blame, 
He with me, nor I with him. But Philista's mother 
came, 
The flute-girl’s mother, early to-day, when heaven 
above 
Saw the rose-armed lady Morn first arise from 
Ocean's rim, 


And among her gossip—Delphis was in love. 


What this passion was 
She could not rightly tell me, but so much well 


she knew, 


12—2 
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That his wine was young Love ever in bumpers to 
the brim ; 
He was gone full-speed and far, and garlands were 
his vow, 
Garlands for the loved one's gate. 
So my gossip told me to-day; and she is true; 
For he used to come here often, some three times 
a day till now 
Or four, perhaps, in passing, and would often set 
down too 
His Dorian oil-flask with me: and now for twelve 
whole days 
I have not once seen him even. O is it clear enough, 
or not, 
That some new love is master, and I am clean forgot? 
Well, binding-charms for the present; but if he 
vex me more, 
"Тіз the House of Death, I swear by the Fates, where 
he shall knock at the door! 
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I have medicines that can do it! A chest, O Queen, 
I own, 
And a wise man from Assyria made all their virtues 


known. 


Farewell now, ‚Queen; with blessing, thy car to 

the Ocean bend; 

And I will bear my trouble, as I have borne, to 
the end. 

Farewell, thou shining Moon, farewell, companions 
bright, 

You train of Stars that follow the wheels of quiet 
Night. 
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Gastibelza, l'homme à la carabine, 
Chantait ainsi: 

“Quelqu’un a-t-il connu dofia Sabine, 
Quelqu'un d'ici? 

Dansez, chantez, villageois! la nuit gagne 
Le mont Falü. 

—Le vent qui vient à travers la montagne 


Me rendra fou! 


* Cuelqu'un de vous a-t-il connu Sabine, 
Ma Sefiora? 

Sa mére était la vieille Maugrabine 
D'Antequera, 

Qui chaque nuit criait dans la Tour-Magne 
Comme un hibou....—= 

Le vent qui vient à travers la montagne 


Me rendra fou !" 
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* Dansez, chantez! Des biens que l'heure envoie 
Il faut user. 

Elle était jeune et son ceil plein de joie 
Faisait penser.— 

A ce vieillard qu'un enfant accompagne 
Jetez un sou !...— 

Le vent qui vient à travers la montagne 
Me rendra fou! 


“Vraiment la reine efit prés d'elle été laide 
Quand, vers le soir, 

Elle passait sur le pont de Toléde 
En corset noir. 

Un chapelet du temps de Charlemagne 
Ornait son cou....— 

Le vent qui vient à travers la montagne 
Me rendra fou! 


“Le roi disait, en la voyant si belle, 
A son neveu: 

Pour un baiser, pour un sourire d'elle, 
Pour un cheveu, 

‘Infant don Ruy, je donnerais l'Espagne 
Et le Pérou !’— 

Le vent qui vient à travers la montagne 
Me rendra fou! 
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* Dansez, chantez, villageois, la nuit tombe 
Sabine un jour 

A tout vendu, sa beauté de colombe 
Et son amour, 

Pour l'anneau d'or du comte de Saldagne, 
Pour un bijou....— 

Le vent qui vient à travers la montagne 
Me rendra fou! 


* Sur ce vieux banc souffrez que je m'appuie, 
Car je suis las. 

Avec ce comte elle s'est donc enfuie! 
Enfuie, hélas! 

Par le chemin qui va vers la Cerdagne, 
je ne sais ou....— 

Le vent qui vient à travers la montagne 
Me rendra fou! 


“Je la voyais passer de ma demeure, 
Et c'était tout. 

Mais à présent je m'ennuie à toute heure, 
Plein de degoüt. 

Réveur oisif, l'àme dans la campagne, 
La dague au clou....— 

Le vent qui vient à travers la montagne 
M'a rendu fou !" 


GUITARE I9I 
opxeiaÓ', à Eeivor, каї тайтбєтє* $ yap єфертєї 
vvÉ ката wyüv.—à 8 ad TOv evmarpıdav тї фоті 
moet тарта ферогса, та peidtya Sap Афробітає 


Єбифу kai філотат \Л№аүџёра, xpucio autos. 


тоб Gpeos ToL mreüua, orð, фремоє ёк ue саЛабеї. 


TOO emi бака Ваїду, eet кёкшакп, w ёйтє 

Etech -—á Ò ap йістоє йпоіуєтаг ola т дри, 
¡ xw | m T E 5 u X _ =- 
oixeraı, оїшог, ÜÓüacov атоттєроѕ, àvÓpi avvoıkeiv 


nvo, там ёф "AXevros, ӧтог Oeds olde, kéXevÜov. 
тоб 0рєдѕ то TrveDpa, orð, hpevos ёк pe ca\aËeî. 
i F яв 3 ч й т fO в 
eldov viv паріоїсаю pov дошом, басо» opácÜOa. 
^ 3 4 > е ^ P Р э ^з у 
pobvov: épiv Ò а mpüv Віто wápis ойкёт Ev бтто< 


E w B oix ^ to^ т ғ». з 28 | 
ёстір, аса Ó êri rravros одФ$.—а@, du атобаре, 


та ток OveıpomoAeis TV ратар, a уєїр O асідароѕ; 


тоб Üpeós тог mveðpa, Sod, фрєџдѕ ёк w éaáXa£ev. 


192 A€QNIAOY 


Mowyuéves, ої тафтпу Öpeos рах ovorroheite 
alyas xevetpous éuBaréovres dis, 
Krerrayopy mpos Где OAlynv хар adXa трости? 
rivoıte x0ovins eivexa Tepaepóvns. 
BAnxnoawr dies pou, Em абєстою бе пощтр 
merpns сирібог mpnea Воскорбранс" 
claps de пратф Acıumvıov avOos арєрсаѕ 
xopirys стєфета TUußov pòv orepávo* 
4 > y 9 / / 
Kal т am єйаруоо катаураїросто үаћ№актг 
5! , ^ \ 9 / 
olos, üp.oXyaiov растду avacyouevos, 
ARS t€ / 3 , > 3 ' 
kpnmid vypaivev Emirvußıov. ciot Óavovrov, 


э N 9 ^ 9 [4 4 
eiciv anoıßalaı kav POipevous Xapıres. 


OCOKPITOY 


OAAYCIA 
*H , e / 9 3 [A \ » , ` У 
€ xpovos амік eyw Te kai Evxpiros eis tov "AXevra 
eiprrojes ёк Todos, соу xai трітоѕ puw " Auóvras. 


ra Anot yap érevye Oañrúvoia kai Ppacidapos 


LEONIDAS OF TARENTUM 193 


Shepherds, that o'er this ridgy mountain-steep 
Come pasturing with your goats and fleecy sheep, 
In Earth's name, for the dark Persephone, 

Grant me one favour, slight, but sweet to me! 
Here let the sheep bleat, and the shepherd play 
Soft music from the bare rock while they stray: 
And when the Spring comes, from the meadow bloom 
Some peasant weave a wreath, to wreathe my tomb: 
And some one bring a milch-ewe lately lambed, 
Hold the udder up, and let the stream undammed 
Fall on the flat grave-stone. To those that earn, 
Doubt not, the dead feel thanks, and make return. 


THEOCRITUS 


HARVEST HOME 


Once in a season past we left the town, 
Friend Eucritus and I, and journeyed down, 
The fair Amyntas with us, to the banks 

Of Haleis river. There was harvest-thanks 
A-making for Demeter's charities 

With Phrasidamus and Antigenes,— 

H. 13 


T kJ ents lie 
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Brothers, Lycopeus' children, of the best 
True noble ancestry and ancientest, 
From Clytia, from old Chalcon's very stock, 
Who pressed his knee, and straightway from the rock 
The fount Burina sprang,—whereby a grove 
Rose at the side, that elms and poplars wove 


With green leaves in a shady roofing pleached. 


The half-way in our road was hardly reached, 
The tomb of Brasilas not showing yet, 
When travelling on the way a man we met, 
A good Cydonian—bless the Muses’ aid | 
By name hight Lycidas, and by his trade 
A goatherd; none had seen him and mistook, 


For every inch a goatherd was his look, 


On the left shoulder was a leathern coat 
Made from the rough skin of a tawny goat, 
And savouring of fresh rennet; on his breast, 
Girt with a plaited belt, an old worn vest; 
And in his right hand was a crooked staff 
Made of wild olive. 

With a quiet laugh, 
13—2 
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Eye twinkling, and with mirth around his lip, 
“Simichidas,” said he, “pray whither trip 

“Your feet at noonday so? This hour intense 
“Even the lizard in the roadside fence 

“Is sleeping, and abroad no longer roam 

“The tombstone-crested larks, but drowse at home. 
* Is it a banquet and the bidden guest? 

“Or is some neighbour's vintage to be pressed? 

* Such eager haste you make, the boot in springing 


“Strikes against every stone and sets it ringing." 


“Friend Lycidas,” I answered, “all men still 
“Call you the prince of pipers in your skill 
* Among the shepherds and the reapers both; 
* And glad it makes my heart: yet by my troth 
“I think that I might make a match with thee! 
*'This road now is the road of harvestry : 
“Our friends to-day are keeping merrymake 
* And banquet for the robed Earth-Mother's sake 
“With first-fruit offering of the golden store 


“ Piled in so bounteous measure on their floor. 
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“What say you, friend, then? Common is the way 
“And common is the morn,—come let us play 
“In pastoral fashion, brother-bard with brother ; 
" Haply the one may benefit the other. 
* For I too am the Muses' ringing voice, 
"In minstrelsy most exquisite and choice, 
" As all men speak of me—though I am not 
“So fond and credulous; not I, God wot! 
"І cannot outsing yet, in my compare, 
“Sicelidas from Samos, or the rare 
" Philetas; 'tis but as a frog I croak 
" Against cicalas." 

With intent I spoke, 
For ends.—The goatherd, with his pleasant laugh, 
Said, “Here then is a gift, my crooked staff; 
" Because thou art a shoot of Jove's own tree, 
" Moulded throughout in perfect verity. 
“I hate your builder that would build a shed 
" As towering as the sovran mountain's head, 
“And birds of poesy that fondly strain 
“Cackling against the Chian bard in vain. 
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“But come, Simichidas, let us now sing 
“The rustic song: I have a trifling thing— 
“See if it please you, friend, this little lay 
“I wrought out on the uplands yesterday.” 


LYCIDAS’ SONG 

Ageanax to Mitylene's clime 
Fair sail shall have,—ay surely, though what time 
The Kids are westering and the southwind's blast 
Driving in chase the wet seas flying fast, 
What season just above far Ocean's wave 
Orion hangs his feet—if he will save 
Poor Lycidas from grilling in Love's fire! 
For hot as burning flame is my desire. 
The halcyons shall make the rough sea smooth, 
The southwind and the eastwind they shall soothe, 
That stirs the deepmost weeds up—halcyons, 
The green-haired Nereids' best-beloved ones 
Of all whose prey within the deep is found :— 
Ageanax for Mitylene bound 
Have favouring wind and weather all the way 
And so come safe to port! 

And on that day 
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About my brows a rosy wreath ГІЇ set— 

Roses or anise or white violet— 

And by the fireside wreathed will I recline 
And from the wine-bowl draw the Ptelean wine. 
Beans shall be roasting; and my bed shall be 
Piled elbow-deep with crisped celery 

And asphodel and balm: there strewn at ease 
Ill drain the wine-cup to the very lees,— 

Yea, to the dregs my clinging lip shall press,— 


With his dear name in fondest mindfulness. 


And I will have two shepherds pipe to me,— 
Acharnian and Lycopite they shall be,— 
And Tityrus shall sing, sweet ballads old, 
How the swain Daphnis loved the maiden cold, 
And how the hills were troubled, and the trees 
Made mourning for him in his sore disease, 
All that on Himeras' broad rivage grow, 
When Daphnis pined and wasted as the snow 
That melts along the slopes of Haemus vast, 
Or Rhodope, or Athos, or the last 


And world's-end Caucasus. 
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And he shall sing 
How by the mad spite of the tyrant king 
The goatherd in the chest was penned alive; 
And how the blunt-faced bees forsook their hive 
And ever to the scented cedar flew 
And fed him there with essence which they drew 
From meadow flowers, because the Muse had shed 
Sweet nectar on his lips. 
And /Aine this bread, 
And these delights /йу fortune, O most blest 
Comatas! Thou wast locked within the chest 
And fed there by the bees with honeycomb 
A whole year's durance in that narrow home! 

Ah, would that thou wert numbered at this day 
Among the living! Would that I might stay 
And keep thy pretty goats afield hard by, 
still listening to thy voice, where thou shouldst lie 
Under the green oak or the tall pine tree, 

Divine Comatas, making melody ! 


With that the goatherd ceased; and then I turned 
And said, “Friend Lycidas, I too have learned 
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Some hill-songs from the Nymphs while shepherding, 


Which may perchance have reached upon Fame's wing 
Even to the very throne of Jove's own hall: 

But one there is, most excellent of all, 

Which now shall privilege thine ear: attend 

And list then, as the Muses hold thee friend. 


SIMICHIDAS' SONG 


The Loves have sneezed upon Simichidas ; 
So deep enamoured he, poor wretch, alas, 
Of Myrto as the goats are of the Spring: 
While his most precious friend in everything, 
His friend Aratus, hides within his breast 
Love for a lad :—Aristis can attest— 

A bard most excellent, who might aspire 

To sing beside the tripod with his lyre, 

And Phoebus give him leave !—Aristis knows 
How for a lad Aratus’ bosom glows. 

But O I pray thee, Pan, that hast the green 
Fair plain of Homola for thy demesne, 

List to me, bring his loved one—be it, say, 


The soft Philinus, or whoe'er it may— 
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Bring the dear lad unsought, and lodge him soon 
Within those arms. 
If thou wilt grant this boon, 
Sweet Pan dear, may the boys in Arcady 
Cease to make rib and shoulder ache for thee 
By flogging them with squills when meat is scant! 
But shouldst thou frown upon thy supplicant,— 
Then may thy flesh be all so torn and red 
To make thee scratch, and nettles be thy bed! 
Mayst thou in deep midwinter have thy place 
Among the mountains of Edonian Thrace, 
By Hebrus river, near the polar star; 
And in the summer range afield as far 
As furthest Ethiops, and there feed thy flock 
In desert, under the swart Blemyan rock, 
Where Nile is no more seen! 
And ye too, come, 
Leave the mount Oeceus, fair Diona's home, 
Leave Hyetis and Byblis ever-flowing, 
Ye rosy Loves like rosy apples glowing, 
And all your bows upon Philinus bend, 
Because he has no pity on my friend: 
H. 14 
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Shoot! for his heart is like a stone.—Yet stay ; 
The pear is overripe at this late day: 
Ah, poor Philinus, all the women cry, 
Alas, alas, thy bloom is passing by! 
No, friend Aratus! let us watch no more 
And wear our feet out lingering at the door: 
Let the loud cock’s crow at the daybreak shrill 
Ague some others bones with numbing chill— 
Nay, Molon be the wrestler, only he, 
To have his neck wrung at this game, not we! 
For us, calm peace, with some old crone at hand 


To spit, and keep the bad luck from the land. 


I ceased; and with the same bright merry look 
The goatherd smiled, and gave his promised crook, 
For keepsake in the bond of poesy.— 

Then to the left-hand, Pyxa-way, turned he; 
While to the farm we bent, the right-hand way, 
With fair Amyntas; and arrived there, lay 

On scented rushes for our pallets heaped, 


And fresh delicious vine-leaves newly reaped. 
| 14—2 
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aeıdov корибог кад axavbides, éa reve триуфиу, 
паотбфуто Eovdal тєрї пібакає арфі péduocas. 
vávT wadev Üépeos даха Tríovos, dade Ò Ommpas. 
öxvaı pêv пар Tocoí, пєрі TAevpaicı de para 
Savriréws аш» Фкиміубєто» тої Ò éxéyvvro 
óprraxes BpaBiXow катаВрівоутєс épate* 


tetpaeves 66 підашу йтємиєто «paros dXeubap. 
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Dangling above our heads hung canopies 
Of whispering elms and rustling poplar-trees ; 
Near us the water of the sacred well 
Dropped from the Nymphs' cave, tinkling as it fell ; 
On every twig in shadow sat with glee 
The sunburnt crickets, chattering busily ; 
And murmuring afar off in solitude, 


Bowered in the deep thorn-brake the turtle cooed. 


All rich delight and luxury was there; 
Larks and bright finches singing in the air; 
The brown bees flying round about the well; 
The ring-dove moaning; everywhere the smell 
Of opulent summer and of ripening-tide : 
Pears at our feet and apples at our side 
Rolling in plenteousness; in piles around, 
Branches, with damsons burdening to the ground, 
Strewn for our feast; and from the full wine-tun 


Wax of a seven-years-aged seal undone. 
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Мудфа Каста Tapvacosoy alros äyoscas, 
dpá yé ma Tosövde Pórw катӣ Adivov ávrpov 
xparnp Нракћ: yépwv ёстасато Xelpov ; 

дра yé ma Thvov тд» тоџиќуа toy пот 'Ауало, 
Tov кратєрбу По\іфаџор, $$ wpeot vaas égaXxe, 
тоо убктар ёпєсє кат айМа посо} yopeUaaa, 
olov б) róxa mpa 8:єкрауасатє М№рфаг 

Bwa map Aáparpos aAwados; ds ёті copa 
adrıs dya mátari péya mrvov, à de yeXaooas 


брфурата xal paxovas Ev aydoréparow &xouca. 
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Ye Nymphs of Castaly, fair Nymphs that keep 
Your station on Parnassus' holy steep, 
Say, was a bowl mixed ever like our own 
Set by old Chiron in his cave of stone 
Before great Heracles? Did ever rill 
Send the uncouth shepherd o'er Anapus hill 
A-dancing with a draught so nectarous 
As then, divine Nymphs, ye made stream for us 
There by the boon Demeter's winnowing-floor ? 
Upon whose builded heap may I once more 
Plant the great fan, to praise her, while she stands 


Smiling, with sheaves and poppies in both hands. 


216 KAAAIMAXOY 


KpnOida тім rrokúpudov, EmioTaucvnv Kara maite, 
бібпита: Сашо» modei Üvyarépes, 

ndiornv avvepıdov, del Mhov: % б amoßpibe 
évOdbe Tov macaıs Umvov ÖbeiNönevor. 
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She dwelt among the untrodden ways 
Beside the springs of Dove, 
A Maid whom there were none to praise 


And very few to love: 


A violet by a mossy stone 
Half hidden from the eye! 
—Fair as a star, when only one 


Is shining in the sky. 


She lived unknown, and few could know 
When Lucy ceased to be; 
But she is in her grave, and, oh, 


The difference to me! 
WORDSWORTH 
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Ah where is Crethis? ofttimes say 
The girls in Samos, — were 1s she 
With all those tales from history, 

With all those pretty games to play? 


They miss her when they spin,—the cheer, 
The sweet voice rippling.—She lies here 
Slumbering for ever, as they all 


Must slumber when their day shall fall. 


"AorıBov фс vaíova ava Пудасор, y кЛМеос астби 
oVdevös, 7) TroXXÀv оуд ёро» єйрареут, 

AAA lov Ev moin tt Xa000c', 7) óToios phy 
¿umpéres els астђр ailepı povvodarys, 

уй» ¿ade caca’ ті yàp moAAoicı рес даг 
pérrev; épol Ò 80005 pel mólos oixouévns. 
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"Quose KaldkMiyvoros "lovíós unmor éxelyns 
étew unte ФіЛоу крєіссоуа unre фіМуи. 
Buocev: МАА Xéyovcw áinbéa, rovs Ev Фрете 
бркоцс un Suvew ovat és áÜavarov. 
viv Ò б pêv арсєикф Өёрєтаг турі, THs de талайт< 
vids, os Meyapéov, ov Aöyos ov’ apıduos. 
КЧ 


А slumber did my spirit seal; 
I had no human fears: 

She seemed a thing that could not feel 
The touch of earthly years. 


No motion has she now, no force ; 
She neither hears nor sees; 

Rolled round in earth's diurnal course, 
With rocks, and stones, and trees. 


WORDSWORTH 
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lonis, Callignotus swore, 
Tonis, ne'er 
Shall man or woman come before 


Thyself, I swear! 


He swore:—but true the adage runs, 
Oaths made in love 
Reach not the ears of Blessed Ones 


In Heaven above. 


He burns now with another flame; 
And that poor she, 
Megarian-like, is left sans name 


And sans degree. 


Aacáuno, ой Ovntov éyov Opácos: т> yàp ібесваї 
äyravorov џоіртѕ ola Хауойта cuv. 

vuv бё рату» кофди ті kai àOpavés ашшуа merpaıs 
Kal orerdéxois yains Suvouévns ферєтаї. 
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Elré тес, 'HpáxXevre, rev popov, és 8 pe бакри 
Yyayev, guvijoOnv $ десакіс ашфдтєрог 

uov Ev Aayn KaTedicapev* GANA ov цу тоу, 
Єєїу "Амікарутсєй, Terpárrahas стоди). 

at de real Swovow andoves, jaw б Távroy 


артактђр 'Alóns ойк ёті xeipa Bande. 
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Ah, what avails the sceptred race! 
Ah, what the form divine! 
What every virtue, every grace! 


Rose Aylmer, all were thine. 


Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes 
May weep, but never see, 
A night of memories and sighs 


I consecrate to thee. 
LANDOR 
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The brief words, Heraclitus, fell— 
Your death; and with them drew 
Tears to my eyes; old memories thronged— 


How many a time we two 


Had sunk the tired-out sun beneath 
Our talk !—Dear friend of old, 
And you there now in Caria—dust, 


A charred ash, ages cold...... 


But thy sweet voices are not dead, 
Those nightingales yet wake; 

Death with his clutch takes all away, 
But those he shall not take! 


Kal ті yevedins Sapa, ті Kömpidos N Xapírow 1) 
Моисфр, ei ov ye mavr éXXaxes, Evpvdien; 
Єйрибікт, rots 9 obmor évoYouévow таму» docoıs 


omévow co, rade фей шуацат durva тодор. 
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Three lovers once were thus devoted : 
Pan for his neighbouring Echo pined ; 
On frolic Satyrus Echo doated ; 
While Satyrus—Lyda filled his mind. 


All three with equal ardour burned, 
Affected each as each affected : 
Each had another's passion spurned, 


And found his own with scorn rejected. 


This warning, all ye loveless, use; 


Refuse not love, lest love refuse. 


"Hparó Tis xovpns пот артур véos* ту бе mpds dXXov 
eldev: о б add érépgv о трітоѕ тууауєто. 
ђрашёт 9 épiduuos és oikía TovmiTvyovTos 
ávópos EAn' Sewas Ò dvrpamed’ wpayevos. 
dpxaîoş pêv o шбвоє, del $ dpa кашф боїкер" 


Фф de тйут, ToUTov фатк' aßiora пабєїу. 
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"CAxos éxov o Eeivos ¿hávdavev: ws avınpöv 
mveuna бід ornÂéwv, eldes, aumyaryero; 
TO Tpitov дріб ёте, та de poda dvXXofBloXcüvra 
TOVÓPOS Aro стєфау–у паут éxéovro xapaí. 
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Wir standen an der Strasseneck’ 
Wohl über eine Stunde; 
Wir sprachen voller Zärtlichkeit 


Von uns'rem Seelenbunde. 


Wir sagten uns viel' hundertmal 
Dass wir einander lieben ; 

Wir standen an der Strasseneck' 
Und sind da steh'n geblieben. 


Die Góttin der Gelegenheit, 
Wie'n Zófchen, flink und heiter, 
Kam sie vorbei und sah uns steh'n, 


Und lachend ging sie weiter. 
HEINE 
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Our friend's heart hides a wound :—what suffering 
through 

His whole breast—marked you it? that gasp he drew! 

Just at his third cup, when the roses round 

His temples all fell scattering to the ground.— 

O rarely roasted! I'll be sworn, I find 

A thief's track; set a thief to catch his kind! 


"Audotv Фу тріббф пот! dvivvros iorapévowuvy 
ду Xóyos ws piv dpÜpuos ў piros. 

ov yàp drağ eimeiv таб длттркєсєр, AAN óuócavras 
pupiaxis Хесуає парстадду Фу ÖoAsyals 

ónOvvew* ò бе Кард EF iorapévoss Eerubavdels 
кодфос, ‘бор, yeldcas їди, rraperpóxaaev. 
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Proud word you never spoke, but you will speak 
Four not exempt from pride some future day. 
Resting on one white hand a warm wet cheek, 
Over my open volume you will say, 
“This man loved me”—then rise and trip away. 


LANDOR 


‘A díXepos xapomois "Аскмутьдс ola Tadnvns 
динас сортєіде mavras épororrhociv. 
Ars! Әр JAN 23C, MELEAGER 


Stand close around, ye Stygian set, 
With Dirce in one boat conveyed! 
Or Charon, seeing, may forget 
That he is old, and she a shade. 
LANDOR 


EPIGRAMS 227 


'"Єттї uév ой cof lap: tis eros Ò ёт, BiBhov Exouca 
Tve more фбёуЁр kal ov ті mov coflapóv. 
yepi yap ойк adiayTov épewapévr cv тарепи 


e^ 


“otros ёдоў” dices "Tjparo, кає o80v el. 


Such glittering calm of sunlit weather 
In her bright eyes hath she, 
Fair Amoret! all men's hearts together 


Launch upon Love's alluring sea. 


Crigos iœ dpovpeire mepıaradov арфі Néarpay 
eis "Айбти 'AxépovÓ' oi auvaueıBöwevor‘ 

un mov TOv mopduna Aaßn, тойуу vw іддута, 
autos ynpácas т} б Ovap ойса kevó». 
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Quaenam haec forma?—Dei.—Cur versa est?— 
Fulgura lucis 
divinae non fert debilis haec acies.— 
Quid vero existit tanquam uno e corpore corpus?— 
Hic Amor est—Si Amor est, сиг videt ?—At 
Iovis est.— 
Cur ita complicitis alis?—Nunquam evolat.—At cur 
in se convertit tela ?—Sui ille Amor est.— 
Cur ferro sine tela gerit ?—Quia vulneris expers 


ille est: at vester vulnerat et cruciat. 


CATULLUS 75:7. xxwy 
Dianae sumus in fide 

Puellae et pueri integri: 

Dianam pueri integri 


Puellaeque canamus. 


O Latonia maximi 
Magna progenies Iovis, 
Quam mater prope Deliam 


Deposivit olivam. 
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Tis vow 78¢;—Ocod,—Ti Y атдстрофос ;—Odvererv 
ayas 
adavarovs Ovntav acbeves Supa pépeuv.— 
Тодто de côp évos ws ёк сфратоє ду ті répuKev ;— 
Odros “Epws.—O 8  "€pos mas 8\ёте;— АММА 
As.— 
pûç Tí 8ê Tas trrépuyas mruntas буєг;--Ой rréreras 
yap.— 
Tofa $ eb ol айтф relves;—Eavrod ёрӣ. 
Ted 9 dpa тайт асібтра ферег xapıv ;—Ovyl rvrpoo ket 


ovTros* 0 Ò üpéTepos Kat Trepiwduvin». 


HYMN TO DIANA 


Boys and maidens undefiled 
In Diana’s faithful care, 
Pure Diana, boy and maid 
Undefiled, sing we! 


O Latona’s mighty Child, 
She to Jove almighty bare, 
At thy birth in Delos laid 
By the Olive-tree ; 


230 


CATULLUS 


Montium domina ut fores : 
Silvarumque virentium 
Saltuumque reconditorum 


Amniumque sonantum : 


Tu Lucina dolentibus 
Iuno dicta puerperis, 
Tu potens Trivia, et notho 


Dicta lumine Luna es. 


Tu cursu Dea menstruo 

Metiens iter annuum 

Rustica agricolum bonis 
Tecta frugibus exples. 


Sis quocumque licet tibi 
Sancta nomine Romuleique, 
Antique ut solita es, bona 


Sospites ope gentem. 


HYMN TO DIANA 


Mountains all to be thy dower, 
All the woodland coverts green, 
All sequestered chaces thine, 


And the sounding streams: 


Women in their labouring hour 
Call thee Lightener; thou art Queen 
Trivia where the ways are trine, 


Moon with borrowed beams. 


Monthly as thy stages move, 
Measuring all the yearly space, 
With good harvest thou dost fill 


Peasant's farm and floor. 


In what name thou best approve 
Be thou hallowed, and with grace 
Romulus' true people still 


Prosper as of yore! 
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CATULLUS 


LOE MLW 

Phaselus ille, — videtis, hospites, 
Ait fuisse navium celerrimus, 

Neque ullius natantis impetum trabis 
Nequisse praeter ire, sive palmulis 
Opus foret volare sive linteo. 

Et hoc negat minacis Adriatici 
Negare litus insulasve Cycladas 
Rhodumque nobilem horridamque Thraciam 
Propontida trucemve Ponticum sinum, 
Ubi iste post phaselus antea fuit 
Comata silva: nam Cytorio in iugo 


Loquente saepe sibilum edidit coma. 
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Friends, you note 
The yacht there? She'll aver, “This boat 
Has been the fastest craft afloat: 
No timber swam the seas but I 
Could pass it, were my task to fly 
With canvas or with feathering oar:— 
Ask the dread Adriatic shore, 
Ask every sea-way, every coast, 
No witness will deny my boast; 
Rhodes amid stormy billows wild 
Or the ocean Cyclades enisled, 
Propontis with her boisterous ways, 
Or the grim winding Pontic bays "— 
Grim Pontus, where the yacht you see 
Once was a leaf-clad forest-tree :— 
Oft has remote Cytorus hill 
With green leaves heard her whistling shrill ! 


CATULLUS 


Amastri Pontica et Cytore buxifer, 
Tibi haec fuisse et esse cognitissima 
Ait phaselus: ultima ex origine 

Tuo stetisse dicit in cacumine, 

Tuo imbuisse palmulas in aequore, 
Et inde tot per inpotentia freta 
Erum tulisse, laeva sive dextera 
Vocaret aura, sive utrumque Iuppiter 
Simul secundus incidisset in pedem. 
Neque ulla vota litoralibus deis 

Sibi esse facta, cum veniret a marei 
Novissime hunc ad usque limpidum lacum. 
Sed haec prius fuere: nunc recondita 
Senet quiete seque dedicat tibi, 


Gemelle Castor et gemelle Castoris. 
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Amastris and Cytorus hill, 

The boxwood's region, you know well, 
She says, and from the first can tell 
Her story; since her date began 

Her foot was on your summit; yours 
The waters where she dipped her oars; 
Thence with her master first she ran, 
Still weathering all those raging seas, 
Whether to larboard called the breeze 
Or starboard, or the God-sent gale 
Fell equal on the favoured sail. 

And all that voyage not one vow 
Made to the Shore-Gods; never one 
She owed them when her course was run 
From that far ocean to this last 
Transparent lake. 

But these are past 
And ancient triumphs; she lies now 
Sequestered from the worldly stage, 
And cloistering dedicates her age 
To thee, twin Castor, and to thee, 


Twin Saviour on the stormy sea. 
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е 2% 
*Donec gratus eram tibi 
Nec quisquam potior brachia candidae 
Cervici iuvenis dabat, 


Persarum vigui rege beatior." 


* Donec non alia magis 
Arsisti, neque erat Lydia post Chloen, 
Multi Lydia nominis 


Romana vigui clarior Ilia." 


* Me nunc Thressa Chloe regit, 
Dulces docta modos et citharae sciens ; 
Pro qua non metuam mori, 


Si parcent animae fata superstiti." 
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HE 


While no more favoured youth caressed 
That snowy neck, to put me second, 

While I still pleased, my fortune blest 
Beyond the Persian King's I reckoned. 


SHE 


While you had yet no fonder flame, 
Nor Lydia less than C%oe counted, 
Beyond the Roman Ilia's fame 


Renowned and glorious Lydia mounted. 


HE 


Yes, the sweet Thracian rules me now, 
Who plays, who sings, without a rival; 
Pld face my very death, I vow! 
If death might win her dear survival. 
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* Me torret face mutua 
Thurini Calais filius Ornyti, 
Pro quo bis patiar mori, 


Si parcent puero fata superstiti.” 


*()uid si prisca redit Venus 
Diductosque iugo cogit aheneo? 
Si flava excutitur Chloe 


Reiectaeque patet ianua Lydiae? ” 


“Quamquam sidere pulchrior 
Ilest, tu levior cortice et inprobo 
Iracundior Hadria, 


Tecum vivere amem, tecum obeam libens !" 
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SHE 


For Calais all-consumed am I; 
Sweet Thurian! he in equal measure ; 
And death twice over I would die— 


If death might save the boy—with pleasure! 


HE 


Say Venus now returns once more 
A parted pair by force remating, 
Casts Chloe off, and leaves the door 


Wide, for neglected Lydia waiting? 


SHE 


Though lovelier than a star is he, 
And thou both lighter than a feather 
And stormier than the Adrian sea,— 


"Twere bliss to live—or die—together ! 
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ПАєфе Aevmoiov, macka б аталуу pa púprois 
уаркіссоу, Аве xai тд yeXérra кріуа"- 

TAéLe xal крокоу 180», ёт 5 бакіувоу 
торфирету, weEw xal dirépacta рода · 

es йу éwi кротафом pupoBootpuyou "HAsodepas 


evrrhóxapov хату» аубоВо\№) orépavos. 
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“О eré$avos тєрї «pati papaiveras "HAsoömpas- 
айт?) $ éxMáprre: ToU стєфауоо стёфарос. 
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White violets ГІЇ twine, 
The young fresh daffodilly 
With myrtles I'll combine, 
Ill twine the laughing lily: 


Ill have the crocus twined, 
And the hyacinth to cover, 
And all around shall wind 


The rose that loves the lover: 


That Heliodora's hair 
May scent the wreath, whose flowers 


On lovely tresses fair 


Shall fade and fall in showers. 


On Heliodora's brow the garland pines; 
And she the garland of the garland shines. 


H. 16 
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"Cyxeu kai паму eime, таму», палу, Нмобарає: 
eime, adv аюрутф TO yAUKY шоу буора. 

кай pot Tov Bpex0évra púposs xai удьббу éóvra 
pvapoovvoy xeivas audırideı стёфарор. 

Saxpve. didépacroy idod fodov, офиєка kelvay 


&XXo0, koù котом йиєтерої; ёсорӣ. 


- i5 Her 
AT AA €. ¿A 


MELEAGER 243 


Pour out, and pledge it as you pour, 
To Heliodore, To Heliodore ; 
Blend in the wine-cup o'er and o'er 


Her sweet name, Heliodore. 


Bring to me, wet with last night's myrrh, 
The wreath I wore, the wreath I wore; 
Wreathe it around my brows for her 


Remembrance, —H eliodore. 


Ah see, the rose, love's loving rose, 
Is weeping sore, is weeping sore:— 
My darling elsewhere far it knows, 


And on my breast no more! 


16—2 
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Aiei pos біуєї ey Ev ovaciy туос "perros, 

Supa Se ciya Modos TO yhurd Sdxpu pépes* 
old э) VÚE, ov фёууос èxoipioev, GAN’ ото díXTpov 

709 rou крабіа умаєтдє ёрєсті TUMOS. 
® Wravoi, pr Kai пот єфіттасбдає pév, "Epwres, 
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Aus meinen grossen Schmerzen 
Mach’ ich die kleinen Lieder; 
Die heben ihr klingend Gefieder 


Und flattern nach ihrem Herzen. 


Sie fanden den Weg zur Trauten, 
Doch kommen sie wieder und klagen, 
Und klagen und wollen nicht sagen 


Was sie im Herzen schauten. 


HEINE 
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Sound of Love murmureth ever in mine ears; 
And in mine eyes 
Always their silent offerings, the sweet tears, 


For Love's sake rise. 


Night falls, and daylight comes, and respite never; 
Love-charms at last, 
Moulding my heart, have made it fixed for ever 


In one same cast. 


O winged Loves, can ye fly hither then, 
Without strength ever to fly hence again? 


— — —— ні — — — — — 


Al шикраї реуам)є Avans ameßAaoTtov aoıdai, 
xai mrepa фомтємт Abov Evanrauevaı 
Tis rars mpös стђдос̧: apap 9 dpa ш адбіс txavov 


«hMatovaas, TA de крипт ойк ¿Déhova: фрасо. 
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Ich grolle nicht, und wenn das Herz auch bricht, 
Ewig verlornes Lieb! ich grolle nicht. 

Wie du auch strahlst in Diamantenpracht, 

Es fällt kein Strahl in deines Herzens Nacht. 


Das weiss ich lángst. Ich sah dich ja im Traum, 
Und sah die Nacht in deines Herzens Raum, 
Und sah die Schlang’, die dir am Herzen frisst; 
Ich sah, mein Lieb, wie sehr du elend bist. 


HEINE 


Odi et amo. quare id faciam, fortasse requiris. 
nescio; sed fieri sentio, et excrucior. 


CATULLUS 5 ta LX 


Anfangs wollt' ich fast verzagen, 

Und ich glaubt’, ich trüg' es nie, 

Und ich hab' es doch getragen,— 

Aber fragt mich nur nicht: wie? 
HEINE 
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Tagoopas: old el тарта пабоци, ov un more дуцаф 
ei£o, ueudópevos соі, pido, фе TpoÖorıs. 

TOY AiÜokoXMjrov yap атастраттєм aédXas Ópuov 
Хаштробу, ¿aw Y čyvæv tov скотоу olov Exeıs. 

бумау, oUk ¿Mbés pe тєду катЄбоцса, þin, ov 


ÜÓvuóv: ёфорабр on Kaxodatpovin. 


'€x0aípe т’ ¿papal Te. modev, pocis, тодє masyw; 


oux old, WdE Ò ExXwv olda kai axvúpevos. 


Ті mp@Tov pev ameimov" Suws 0, ArAnra memovdws, 


érAnv: was 9 ErAnv, ракеті тобт épeo. 


248 SIR PHILIP SIDNEY 
I never drank of Aganippe well, 


Nor ever did in shade of Tempe sit ; 

And Muses scorn with vulgar brains to dwell; 
Poor layman I, for sacred rites unfit. 

Some do I hear of poets' fury tell, 

But, God wot, wot not what they mean by it; 
And this I swear by blackest brook of hell, 

I am no pick-purse of another's wit. 

How falls it then, that with so smooth an ease 
My thoughts I speak; and what I speak doth flow 
In verse, and that my verse best wits doth please? 
Guess we the cause? What, is it this? Fie, no. 
Orso? Much less. How then? Sure, thus it is— 


My lips are sweet, inspired with Stella's kiss. 


MEAEAT POY 


lòv ёхєє тд Pidnua, rà Ò дшшата, Tipápiov, пір: 
nv éoidnys, Kates, ђи de Oiryns, dederas. 


кі t * a 
З Ap n Й v ; © де, G $6 
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Ovx Euov évOuáew Evi Téprreoiv, old Ayavimırns 
qívew* rais Movoas éyÜpà та pavhorepa. 
A o 9 э / > е ^ A 
vis буфу, auvntos: boo. Ò DuvoÜcu тошутфь 
/ y 4 / [4 9 9 ^ 
т?» раму, loro Zeús, ті Xéyovc aTropó. 
ov páv, тду 'Axyépovros dvákiov @poca Alıvay, 
ovdé Tis AANOTPiwY AwTrodUTNS тєр. 
піс оў» pnual’ éroipa TápeaTi pot, de Evi дётро 
keier’, атар Kal rots xpa copos бокіша; 
тобто modev yéyovev Entmreov їй) пара тобто; 
Añpos mas. ap ойу тобто пар; ANN датотор. 
Tas dpa; уду éyvoxa: пар Acrtepins то PiAnua 


xetvo Aaßwv ойто yelse exw yhukéa. 


MELEAGER 


Thine eyes, Timarion, are a fire, 
Thy lips a liméd lure; 
One glance, and thou hast lit desire; 


One touch—the captive sure. 
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Kavros "Epws o mravös Фу aidéps бєсроє drow 
aypevleis тоф cots бирас, Tıpapıov. 
diu: СТ, A wh les 


Die Welt ist dumm, die Welt ist blind, 
Wird táglich abgeschmackter! 
Sie spricht von dir, mein schónes Kind, 


Du hast keinen guten Charakter. 


Die Welt ist dumm, die Welt ist blind, 
Und dich wird sie immer verkennen ; 
Sie weiss nicht wie süss deine Küsse sind, 


Und wie sie beseligend brennen. 
HEINE 


Keiuaı- ME émíBauve кат" aùyévos, äypıe Sator: 
old ce, val pa Өєойѕ, kai Варди дута $épev: 
olda xai Єштира Tofa’ Валу Ò ёт ёш» dpéva 
TUPTOVS 
oU $Aéfeu- Non паса yap ¿ori тефря. 
Mite AE 
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Love, while winging through the skies, 
Passed before Timarion's eyes; 
Hence, being tangled in that snare, 


Love himself lies prisoned there. 


Möpoı, тифЛої &mavres, аєі T èm. peifov ароосог" 
каХМметт, сё de фас" où mavu сюфрорёєі. 

7 F ^ | ГА T 5 ^ e бо E 

й páña cé kpivovgiv ато скотой, ELÖOTES обєм 


ёк Vuxijs yhuxepols xeikeoıv ola duXets. 


lread on my neck, fierce Demon; low I bow; 
And thy worst tyrannies, by Heaven, can bear! 
Shoot fiery arrows, brands! My bosom now 


Is flame-proof; there is nought but ashes there. 
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Nurrtepivn, dixepws, duXomávvvxye dative CeArjvn, 
фаїує, di eurpnrov BaXXouévn Oupidwv- 

avyate xpvoenv KadAicriov és TA філєйутау 
épya karorrevei ov POovos adavarı. 

oAßiteıs xai турбє xai nueas, olda, CeAnvn, 
Kal yap av чууут» Ebieyev 'Evövniwr. 


^^ 
Е a RU 4 »£,9 ^ 
v $ : . « Sf "М 2 е. "f РІ ^ 2, 


Wenn ich bei meiner Liebsten bin, 
Dann geht das Herz mir auf; 

Dann bin ich reich in meinem Sinn, 
Ich biet' die Welt zu Kauf. 


Doch wenn ich wieder scheiden muss, 
Aus ihrem Schwanenarm, 
Dann schwindet all mein Uberfluss, 


Und ich bin bettelarm. 
HEINE | 
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Shine out, O hornéd Moon, O festal night's befriender, 
Shine through the latticed window with thy 
silver light ; 
My golden fair illume, gaze forth in all thy splen- 
dour,— 
Immortal eyes are free to look on love's delight :— 
Thy conscious heart, I know, is kind to us and tender, — 
Endymion, O Selene, set thine own heart's flame 
alight ! 


“Oooáxis "Hpivvgs йтокомтіос, 0ABLodaiımv 
тА\оўто» Éxew Гйуєй mrelov’ Єцої Soxéw. 
edre $ amobevxdeis olxov porw, айту 0 пћодтоѕ 


deıAöv amomrduevos ш "Ipov ¿Onke таму. 
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'Avépa Avoonrüpı kvvos BeßoAnuevov io 
баси Ompeinv einova фас! BXérew: 

Avccoov Taya пикрбу "Epws Eveımnkev odovta 
eis pé, xai paviats Óvpóv éAnloato- 

anv yàp uoi ка} тбуто$ Emnpatov eixova paivet, 


^ ^ э / 
«al тотанфь» Sivat, ка) Öcmas oivoxoov. 
QU 6 g^ 
Р tele o 7/7, At W206, 


Aus meinen Thránen spriessen 
Viel blühende Blumen hervor, 
Und meine Seufzer werden 


Ein Nachtigallenchor. 


Und wenn du mich lieb hast, Kindchen, 
Schenk’ ich dir die Blumen all’, 
Und vor deinem Fenster soll klingen 


Das Lied der Nachtigall. 
HEINE 
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By a dog's rabid fury when poisoned, they tell us, 
Dog's form in all waters the victim will see: 

At the moment when Love set his tooth in my bosom, 
Love surely was mad, working madness in me,— 

For the ocean, the river, the wine in the goblet, 


Show only one sweet darling image of thee! 


Moha цо ex бакриши каћа т avdea, Лорі, bvovraı, 
ola $ amdovidwv xGjos éual orovayal, 
jv Se ps ш, © Лорі, та т üvÜca соі тадє Kelraı, 


dois T dde, mpofupos уйриє атбомібам. 
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Oixrpórarov unrnp ce, Xapiteve, S@pov és йбам 
октакаєїдєкстау Єстбмесєу УМарйбі. 

7 yap On ка} Trérpos àvéaTevev, avix’ ат olkav 
Meres оішохуй cov vékvv їудофорєму" 

rrévOos Ö, où% ¿uévasor, ávepvovTo *yovíjes, 
alal, Tas растбу *evoouévas xapıras, 

каї Keveds @divas. iœ какотардєує Moipa, 


стєїа —- qv Emrvoas eis üvépovs. 
^, 
— . Y ії, ^s X, 
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Most piteous was the gift, most worthy tears, 
Thy mother gave, 
Just in young manhood's garb, thine eighteen years 


Drest for the grave. 


The very stones cried out along that road 
From thy home's door 

Where sorrowing deep the lifeless body's load 
Thy fellows bore; 


Thy parents with loud moan, that should have been 
Thy wedding strain, 
Wailing the child's thank-offering never seen, 


The hopes all vain, 


The fruitless travail !—Ah, thou loveless hard 
Stern Fate above, 
Thou barren Virgin, trash in thy regard 


Was parents’ love! 


H. 17 


258 ЄПІТАФІА 


ANDNYMOY 


Ov то Üavety dXyewóv, émei TO ye паси TÉTPOTAL* 
ала mpiv NAukins Kal yovéwy протєрог». 
9 7 > e / 9 ГА > / / 

oU ydpov, où% úpévaiov ‘бор, où удифіа Мёктра, 


— брагу, MN — T'Aeóvov. 


eo dece en] С, aane aus ca 2 ET 
Here a pretty baby lies, 
Sung to sleep with lullabies : 
Pray be silent and not stir 
The easy earth that covers her. 
. HERRICK 


AOYKIANOY 


Maida pe mevraernpov axndéa Oupov Exovra 
vnes 'Alöns npmacoe KaXXipaxov. 
GA pe pr кЛлайом' xai yap [тоо ueréa yov 


/ / ^ , ^ 
ravpov, kai taúpowv tv Відтоїю какфу. 
iu. ^ т 


за ола, 


EPITAPHS 259 
It is not Death that is so keen, 
Death is our common lot foreseen ; 
But to die thus ere man's estate, 
Earlier than our parents date! 
Bridal music, bridal bed, 
All denied, I lie unwed ; 
Loved by many a heart before, 
Henceforth to be loved by more. 


Mirno Baveadowod p éxotpucev* arpeua Baive 
pr "yelpns койфти yr p Emieooduevor. 


While a tender child of five, 
And so glad to be alive, 
Hence away Death roughly bore me :— 
Yet, I pray thee, weep not for me: 
Few my days on earth, and few 
My days of earthly sorrow too. 

LUCIAN 


17—2 
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018° бт. Ovatos eyo xai épápepos: AAN ёта» dotpov 
растєйо murıvas audidpopous Muras, 
ойкёт' Єтифайо yains посі», ANA rap” айтф 
Zavi Oeorpepéos піцтЛаца: äußpocims. 
we X 777 


ПАЛЛАДА | 


Скаут) mâs o Bios xai tralyviov: Т) páde Taítew 


т?» omovönv perabeis, ) pépe Tas óduvas. 


` f аз чи, 4 
S „^^: 


My soul, sit thou a patient 1ооКег-оп; 

Judge not the play before the play is done: 

Her plot hath many changes; every day 

Speaks a new scene; the last act crowns the play. 


FRANCIS QUARLES 
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I am but human and must die: 
Yet when aloft I gaze 
And trace the tangled stars on high 


Through all their curving maze, 


No more then on the earth I tread, 
But far far hence recline 

With Zeus in heaven, and share the bread 
Of deathless Gods divine. 


PALLADAS 


All Life is but a Stage, a Play: 
Take then your part, 

And put all seriousness away, 
Or bear the smart. 


T€AOC OPA 


Yun, стёрує тд раша кабтшёт ola Oearns, 
kpive Se шў mpomerðs GAN ёт:додса TENOS. 
ёст: TL yap тойда TOAVTAOCKOY’ нар ёкастоу 


кау! е + Tò de rûv Spaua kpavel TO Trépas. 
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тарафбадду. I would restore it in Callimachus /ecale 
(published from the Rainer papyri by Prof. Gomperz) 
Column I. 2. 2: 
ws (доу ofið] dpa rávres dr] erpjerav 7d [eAiao|dev. 

Read ws ov, ws ара marres vrérpecav, as in Matro's Epic 
parody (Athenaeus 136 d) kwAyv Ô ws бібоу, ws ётрєроу. 
But it was used especially in describing love at first sight : 
Hom. Ж 294 os Wer, ws piv “Epos ruxiwás ppévas брфека Auer, 
Theocr. ii. 81 xus ov, ws Єрауту, ws pev пері Üvpós іафбя, 
ill. 42 ws er, ws épavy, ws eis Badvv аЛат épwra: and it is 
surprising that no editor of the Lyric Poets or of Longinus 
since should have thought it worth considering in Sappho. 


0. I5. Greener than the grass. The hue of pallor, 
white in Northerners and ashy in the negro, is in olive 
complexions yellowish or greenish; and accordingly com- 
parisons which Greek and Latin used were fale as grass 
(Longus i. 17), or gold (Catullus lxiv. 100), or saffron 
(Aesch. Agam. 1110 and others), or dax-wood (Theocritus 
ії. 88 on p. 169, Nicander "Alefibappaxa 570, 579; the 
pale Chaerephon was called тибшоє Eupolis fr. 239, бафимоб 
Aristoph. Fesp. 1413: pallidior buxo Ovid Metam. iv. 134 
and others). 


The Sapphic stanza is merely a development of the 
figures called ‘Glyconic.’ The most usual form of the 
Glyconic is 

(pws KaKxéeral Tpoj.os : 
another (with the dactyl at the end) is 
а de р’ pws xaxxéerai. 
By the addition of o - — the first becomes the ordinary 
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between them, but keeps moving with the continuous and 
unresting current of a flowing stream. Its component 
elements are joined as with the texture of a woven web, or 
as the melting together of light and shadow in a picture. 
It delights in soft, luxurious and seductive language ; all the 
words it uses must be beautiful in sound and smoothly 
syllabled; it shrinks from everything that is harsh and 
rough and overbold; and its periods of rhythm must be 
balanced and well marked. The passage is too long to 
quote in full, and translation without comment could not 
well convey the value of its descriptive terms of criticism, 
but it is worth the attention of those who would gather the 
effect which Sappho's language made upon a Greek ear 
practised in the minute study of expression. He finds the 
beauty of this poem and its charm to arise out of the 
smooth conjunction of its phrases and the alternation of 
the consonants and vowels: hardly a word to harshen its 
melodious diction ; nothing to raise any wave of roughness 
in its soft and flowing stream of sound. 

There is always in the verse of Sappho a directness and 
unlaboured ease of language, as if every lovely sentence 
came by nature from the mouth at once; as though she 
spoke in song, and what she sang were the expression of 
her very soul, the voice of languorous enjoyment and desire 
of beauty : 

My blood was hot wan wine of love, 
And my song's sound the sound thereof, 
The sound of the delight of it. 


9. 1.  поїшіЛоброує : with such a throne as that on which 
Tvparvis sits in Dion Chrysostom 1. р. 69: vimAorépw xai 
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таутшу T' Фуроудишу ф:Лорастоқ 
Onpav ¿BpixaAows,—elrep rıva', 
rovraw aive. ёурВоЛа крбмаї, 

decia ev, катарорфа de, arpovÜav. 


But, O thou Beauteous One,—for all 

So tender is thy loving care 

For young dew dropping weak and small 
In ravenous lion's teeming lair, 

And for the suckling whelps of all 

Wild creatures of the wood or field,— 
Yet now, at our most urgent call, 
Vouchsafe to yield ; 

Yield, and fulfil this feathered sign, 

The most part good, yet part malign ! 


The Stymphalian birds are called orpovdoí on a marble 
(Winckelmann Monumenti Antichi п р. 85), and in 
Nicander "АЛєйфариака бо and 535 the scholiast takes 
orpovdós xarowas to mean, not the house-sparrow, but the 
domestic fowl—from which chicken-broth is made. It 
seems therefore as if Sappho might have used the word 
indefinitely, so that you might think not only of sparrows 
but of Aphrodite's more especial doves, who chariot her in 
Apuleius ; or perhaps of swans, who are harnessed for her 
by the Roman poets: Horace Odes iii. 28. 15, iv, I; 10. 
Statius Si/vae 1. 2. 142, lil. 4. 22, Silius vil. 440. 


1 For ößpexdAowwırepmvä, which is meaningless, I have restored 
sense and metre by a petitionary formula which is used for instance 
here by Sappho (Classical Review, 1901, p. 16). 
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Flight on flight, story on story, 

Into the dazzling glory. 

There was no bird, only a singing, 

Up in the glory, climbing and ringing, 
Like a small golden cloud at even, 
Trembling 'twixt earth and heaven. 

I saw no staircase winding, winding, 

Up in the dazzle, sapphire and blinding, 
Yet round by round, in exquisite air, 
The song went up the stair. 


Page 27. Ipycus, sixth century B.C, a passage quoted 
by Athenaeus бот b. What Cicero says, Tusc. iv. 33. 71, 
maxime vero omnium flagrare amore Rheginum Ibycum 
apparet ex scriptis, is borne out by the fragments we possess. 
Remark how this idyllic opening shifts without a break and 
works up rapidly into a tempestuous passion. The sudden 
contrast and the stormy vehemence remind one of Hun- 
garian music. 


Page 29. The date of Hybrias is uncertain; it is 
conjectured to have been the seventh century B.C. 

His metre is a combination of Dorian epitrite with 
Ionian logaoedic: and either of these movements, sounding 
in a trained Greek ear, would be at once associated with 
the different moral temper of each race—the Dorian stern 
and strenuous and martial, the Ionian soft and worldly and 
enjoying. The combination of them, therefore, in this 
order, would suggest too-serious Dorian tempered and 
corrected with Ionian gaiety and humour. This was just 
the metre to convey the tone of mock-heroic or burlesque 
or Gasconade. 
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Page 32. This piece is by the genuine Anacreon, of 
the sixth century B.c., and is a characteristic specimen of 
that accomplished metrist. It is not much to my taste, and 
I should not have chosen to translate it except for the sake 
of giving the Greek model for the version on p. 35. The 
two pieces certainly have much in common on the surface, | 
but there is an ignoble element in Anacreon's from which 
the Ettrick Shepherd's innocent and wholesome little poem 
is quite free. 

арфі тёррата, Hom. X 162. 

Page 37. Polypheme's song in Acis and Galatea Gay 
derived from Ovid Metamorphoses xii. 790 seqq., which is 
an expansion of Theocritus xi. 20. 


Page 39. This perhaps is better: 
Could we but see men as they are! 
Could bare the breast, unpin it, 
Hold it apart, and view the heart, 
And read what lies within it. 


Page 43. І have transposed the «last two stanzas 
because Greek would rather put the contrast in this way. 
The metre is an arrangement of my own, but it is 
constructed strictly according to the principles which Greek 
composers followed and which I have explained in the 
Journal of Hellenic Studies 1902 Part 11 p. 209. The 
first line is Glyconic; the second is extended by the 
addition of v — -, by means of which the latter part be- 
comes Anacreontic. The third line is the same, only that 
the opening is Glyconic of the headless form, as 
Yuriy Y pévas iw, 
"Ураїи "Yuévac о. 
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the whole being like Sappho's #Anpns : pv ёфафет 
d | сеАбуа or the 8th of Pindars fourth Nemean, 
yMócca : dpe)s «От : Вабеіаѕ. The fourth begins 
like ‘Yui "Хибуаг à, and concludes with three long notes 
in the phrase v; —.--—-, as used in the Anacreontic 
comus song, Cyclops 495: 

éri deuviowi т avdos 

xAdavis €xov éraipas 

pupóxpurros М№тарду Boo- 

Tpuxov, аўда de, “бурау ris olet pos;” 
and Sophocles Antigone 813: 

ёукЛуроу ovr Erwun- 

Pes mw рє тє Üpvos Ùp- 

vnoev ФАХ "Axepovrı vuwmbevou. 

The analysis is: 
Glyconic 
боты Ò al дар Twv 
Glyconic 
vmbovoav : ppovipws in : rl коту 
Anacreontic 
Glyconic 





Ф . ^ v 
ovros : Oivorwpiwaiow wpats 


Anacreontic 
Glyconic close 


dúlioy катакарфбєїс 1 ext уў mecov kerar 
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Page 48. SIMONIDES Danae, quoted by Dionysius of 
Halicarnassus de comp. verb. 26, is a passage extracted 
from a longer poem. 

The best commentary on it is in Lucian's Dialogues 
of the Sea 12: Lucian knew this poem of course; and 
he had felt its pathos. Doris asks how Danae behaved 
when cast into the ark by her relentless parent, who was 
unaware that the father of her child was Zeus. Thetis 
answers: ‘For herself she was silent, and submitted to her 
sentence ; but endeavoured to beg off her child from death, 
weeping, and showing tt to its grandfather,—a most lovely 
one it was: but the babe 1n ignorance of all the trouble, smiled 
at the sea:—my eyes fill again with tears as I remember 
them.’ ‘ You make me weep ioo, says Doris. And they 
determine to rescue them: "Ло, says Thetis, ‘they must 
never be allowed to perish, she and such a pretty babe.’ 

The careless unconsciousness of a dreaming infant is the 
motive of a charming poem by Victor Hugo in Les Feuilles 
d'Automne No. XX. 


Enfant, réve encore! 
Dors, 6 mes amours ! 

Ta jeune áme ignore 

Où s'en vont tes jours. 
Comme une algue morte, 
Tu vas, que t'importe? 
Le courant t'emporte, 
Mais tu dors toujours ! 


Sans soin, sans étude 
Tu dors en chemin... 
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poet and religious mystic, part philosopher, part rhetorician, 
he appeared to me, in these respects and in his earnestness 
of temper, to have much in common with Empedocles, and 
I have tried to do the first of these chapters in his manner ; 
venturing, like him, to use bold compounds, Oyuuoreönjraı 
and e oróóeg nos (like Awoöeoruos in Aeschylus), and a personi- 
fication, кебш, which I think Empedocles would have 
used as readily as the many of that kind that he invented. 
An account of Empedocles is given by Symonds Greek 
Poets 1 p. 191. 

The author 15 moralising on the story of Exodus vii.—xii, 


Page 58. Nothing I have ever read has seemed to me 
so strikingly Pindaric as this chapter, for its loftiness and 
vividness combined:—remark especially the noble passage 
on p. 62, with its magnificent image for the word of God. 
The Greek conceptions it recalls are Aeschylus 776. 415: 

nv Ais 
Єр medoı сктрфатам ¿urodwv, 
and Homer’s description of "Кріс in A 442: 
qr iyn pêr трота kopúrceral, айтар Єтєта 
o)pavg Фоттрібє карт, kai émi xÜovi Baívet. 

He does not of course write in all respects as Pindar 
would have done; he dwells at too great length upon the 
same ideas: but otherwise his treatment of an Epic 
narrative is very much like that employed by Pindar, and by 
Aeschylus in the first chorus of the Agamemnon. 

The rhythm for a poem of this moral temper must 
of course be Dorian; the arrangement here is that of the 
third. Pythian. 

18--2 
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Add Anth. Pal. vil. 726 érmépov куфор йтажато 
moAAakıs йтуоу, and Lucian i 680 ¿wbév re bro codon 
¿favarras dTocewrdjevos тої vrvov TÒ ўдистоу. 


Page 69. The Supplices of Aeschylus vov. 58—117. 
From internal evidence it is inferred to be the earliest 
of his surviving plays; the greater part of it is lyric, singing 
like a bird, 

The daughters of Danaus fly over seas from Egypt to 
escape marriage with the sons of their fathers brother 
Aegyptus, which these cousins seek to force upon them; 
and take refuge in Argos, from which they had originally 
sprung. For they trace their descent from the Argive 
priestess Io, the beloved of Zeus himself, Hera, to 
frustrate this amour, transformed Io into a heifer, and set 
over her the all-seeing Herdsman, whose continual goading 
drives her across the Bosphorus, and so, through Asia, into 
Egypt (p. 79). There she gives birth to Epaphus (p. 83). 
It is on these grounds that the Danaids appeal to Zeus and 
to the Argives for protection. 

What the Hellene chiefly prided himself upon, as dis- 
tinguishing him from the barbarian, was respect for Law: 
and there was no law more sacred than that which enjoined 
upon him to revere the petition of a suppliant. This is the 
sentiment to which the play appeals.— The Danaids now 
have just arrived in Argos. 


Pages 72—74. The sublimity of this grand passage 
has been felt even through the imperfections of the text, 
which have caused the understanding of it to be vague. 
The Chorus here, as I have pointed out in my prose 
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in which all things work together to one end; and it was 
adopted after him by Heraclitus. Some: illustration of the 
present passage may be found in my prose version ; but the 
best of all is in the treatise тєрї xoopov, attributed in the ms. 
to Aristotle, and printed with his works. It is couched 
in conventional Pythagorean phraseology: pp. 397—400: 


Jt is an ancient and traditional view with all mankind 
that everything takes its constitution from God and through 
God, and that no nature by itself is self-sufficient, when 
devoided of the preservation given by Him. Wherefore some 
of the ancients were led to declare that ‘all this world is full 
of deities, —all the appearances that we perceive through eyes 
and ears and any sense: a theory becoming to the power of 
deity, but not so to His essence. God is indeed the Preserver 
of all, and the Parent of everything which is in any way 
effected in this world ; He does not, however, undergo the toil 
of a working and laborious creature, but employs an in- 
defatigable power, by means of which He masters even what 
seems far removed....He has no need of contrivance or of 
minisiry by others, as our rulers require many hands by 
reason of their weakness ; this is just the purest attribute of 
the divine—the ability to produce various effects with ease and 
simple motion... There is one Harmony of all things singing 
and quiring together in the heavens, which from one beginning 
rises and in one close ends, and gives to the whole universe with 
very truth the name of Order [xöouov], not disorder.... This 
then ts the position God holds in the world—maintaining the 
Harmony of all things and their preservation....To sum up; 
as is the pilotin a ship, the leader in a chorus, law in a city, 
the general in a camp, even such God ts in the world: except 
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Page 79. And corn-abounding region, Aphrodite s reign: 
Syro-Phoenicia, whose great ports supplied the world with 
corn (Isaiah xxili. 3 And on great waters the seed of Shihor, 
the harvest of the river, was her revenue; and she was a 
mart of nations; Herodas ii. 16), and where Astarte, the 
Хурга. Geos, had her famous seats of Libanus and Byblus 
(Pausanias i. 14. 7 Frazer п p. 128, Classical Review 1898 
p. 192). 


Page 81. Where meet the eternal foes; Typho (the 
typhoon) was in Egyptian theology the embodiment of 
drought and pestilence and all influences harmful and 
malignant ; whereas the Nile was a manifestation of Osiris, 
the beneficent power corresponding to Zeus: see Plutarch 
de side et Osiride p. 363D—376F, and Heliodorus 
Aethiopica їх. 9. Typho 15 at constant war with Nile, 
but never prevails against him; Nile is therefore кото 
adırros, Stanley in 1663 observed: Porro hodie in Aegyptia 
metropoli Caira ad primum incrementi. Niliaci momentum 
subsidit Pestilentia. Nemo tum moritur, licet pridie quingenti. 


Page 82. Віа 9 ammnarrooderei is my reading for the 
Ms. Bia 8 amnnarrwı obéver. 

For the significance of the expression see the note 
on p. 285. 


Page 84. rû mar ріїхар ovpıos Zevs: Zeus, the God of 
Heaven or the Sky, was called Zeis oupıos as giver of fair 
weather; Aeschylus uses the title with a mystical application. 


Jb. wr apxás: the language throughout the stanza 
alludes to the functions of the two bodies of legislature 
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Page 97. The third play in the great Trilogy of 
Aeschylus concludes in peace and harmony, with a Recon- 
ciliation which he designed the opening of the Prologue to 
foreshadow. The Avenging Goddesses have been in conflict 
with Apollo. These ancient chthonic deities of Earth and 
darkness, the embodiments of Curse for kindred murder, 
have pursued Orestes, seeking to take vengeance on him. 
But the holy oracle of Delphi, which formerly belonged to 
Earth, is now in the possession of Apollo, one of the new 
Heavenly Gods, associated with the Sun.  Apollo—repre- 
senting, we should say, a different human view—has granted 
Orestes purification and protection, and has charged him to 
take sanctuary at Athens. Thither come the Avengers in 
pursuit, and threaten blight and ruin to the land if they are 
cheated of their lawful prey. Athena tries to soothe them; 
offers them a home in Athens; and succeeds eventually in 
persuading them to accept it. Then they turn to blessing, 
and Athena says their name henceforth is to be called 
Eumenides, Benign Ones. 

The idea in this is of the deepest thought of Aeschylus, 
and was the base, as I believe, of his Prometheus Trilogy. 
Prometheus, who belongs to the old Titan dynasty, rebels 
against the new authority of Zeus: and what he chafes 
against most bitterly are the ‘ new-fangled revolutionary laws.’ 
But what the great Law was that Zeus established we are 
told expressly in the Agamemnon, V. 170: 

Zeus, whosoe'er indeed He be— 
In that name so it please him hear, 
In that name let my voice revere 
His matchless deity :— 
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Beside Him is there none but He, — 
I cast, and cannot find His peer; 
With this strange load upon my mind 
So burdening, only Zeus I find 
To lift and fling it sheer. 


A boisterous One was lord of yore, 
Huge in the ring with challenge blown: 
Him tell we not, so dimly known, 

His date is past and o'er:— 

And who came after, is no more,— 

He met his master and was thrown: . 
But Zeus, with heart and voice acclaim 
Victorious His triumphal name, 

And wisdom is thine own! 


Sing praise; ’7is He hath guided, say, 

Men's feet in Wisdom’s way, 

Stablishing fast for Learning’s rule 

That Suffering be her school :— 

The heart in time of sleep renews 

Aching remembrance of her bruise, 

And humbler wisdom enters, though the will refuse: 
"Tis force, methinks, in mercy shown, 

Divine Ones bless with on their awful throne. 


That is the school in which Prometheus himself is being 
gradually taught the wise humility; at present he is still 
in the rebellious stage. And it is with this idea that Io 
is introduced into the Prometheus Bound; she too is an 
example of the seeming cruelty of Zeus ; but it is a blessing 
in disguise, for she is to be the mother of the blessed 
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Epaphus (p. 83), and it is a son of Zeus by Alcmena, a 
descendant of her own, that is to set Prometheus free. 
Therefore it is with ‘force benign’ that Zeus possesses her 
(xararxerov єйрєуєї Bia xricas Supp. 1077). 

So it is with the Avenging Goddesses. Henceforward, 
under Zeus, they are to be regarded as benign (Eipevides) 
and salutary ; in accepting them, the citizens of Athens are 
accepting Fear’s deterrent influence from crime: theirs is 
бацьбушу хар Pimos cé\ua aeuvóv nuevwv, for, as they 
preach themselves (Zum. 523), Evppépe: owdpoveiv tro oréve 
In bowing to their chastening influence, the Athenians will 
be augpovodvres dv xpovw (р. 106) like Prometheus. 

In each case the reconciliation is effected by a Mediator 
who is the child of Zeus—in the Prometheus, Heracles, in 
the Zumenides, Athena. 

I have shown in the Journal of Hellenic Studies 1906 
p. 272, that the whole of the procession at the close was 
designed by Aeschylus to be a reflection of the great Pan- 
athenaic pageant. The Panathenaea—‘All Athens’—was 
the National Feast, held under the presiding glory of 
Athena; and the great event was the Procession, scenes 
from which have been immortalized by Pheidias upon the 
friezes of the Parthenon. A most notable feature was that 
not only the Citizens but the Resident Aliens or Denizens, 
pérowo, who had been granted an abode in Athens, were 
permitted to take part in the procession. They were not 
viewed with favour usually, but on this occasion all who 
dwelt under the protection of Athena were united in a 
common spirit of good will. Indeed the Denizens, for 
special honour, were arrayed in scarlet robes (évóeóvxóres 


NOTES 287 


‘Eur.’ fr. 620 кМієт ш Motpat, Ais aire тара porov аухотата 
Gedy élópevas In Hesiod Theogony 383 those who are 
'seated ever by the side of Zeus’ are those whose father 
was Pallas and their mother Styx, the powers Kparos and 
Bin and ZñAos and Niken—who was afterwards identified 
with Athena (cf. Bacchylides x. 5, Aesch. Theb. 147, Soph. 
Philo. 134 Jebb). It is Athena especially who is spoken 
of as sitting by the side of Zeus: Homer Q roo, Pindar 
quoted by Plut. Mor. 617 c т) de “A@yva baivera tov rAmc ior 
dei тої Auös тотоу éxovoa. даррудту de û Ilivöapos Aéye: 
"яр TVÉOVTOS ATE керамуої Ayxıora дєёйу karû хєїра marpos 
7рет’ She alone is privileged to use her Father's thunder- 
bolt (Zum. 830, etc.), because she was partly in her origin 
the Tempest (aiyis) and the Lightning, born out of the 
forehead of the Sky. See also Orelli on Horace Odes i. 
12. I9 proximos tlt tamen occupauit Pallas honores, and 
compare the de Mundo in Aristotle p. 397 v. 27. 

Jb. v. 1001. cwpporoivres should perhaps be cwdpo- 
vovvras and begin the sentence: compare the following 
note. 

Page 108. 7. 1018. I see too late that the accepted 
punctuation, given here, is wrong: wavres oi катӣ птоМу, 
ПаЛЛадоє roAw vépovres is tautology. The sentences should 
be divided thus: A 

xaipere xaipere б avbis, ёту дето оо, 
mayres ol ката птоМи 

dalpovés re kai Bporot’ 

ПаЛЛадоѕ modir vépovres, 

peroxlar Ò èir 

eù céfovres, ov ті рерфєтбє cupdopas iov. 
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The State decides that Eteocles shall be granted burial 
with full honours; he had been the friend of the State; 
whereas Polyneices had been its enemy, and shall therefore 
be cast out with dishonour to the birds and dogs, and no 
one, upon pain of death, shall bury him (Aesch. 77e. 
998—1015, Soph. Ant. 194—210). Antigone resolves to 
disobey the State and to contrive some means of giving 
burial to her brother; human justice and the laws of 
a City are variable and unsure, those of the Gods (as 
the Bacchanals contend in Eur. Bachae 996— 1001) are 
eternal and immutable. 

This conflict between duties is a motive running through 
the Seven against Thebes—in which Eteocles is champion of 
the human State—from its opening phrase, avópes moAira:, 
to the end ; and it is the situation sketched by Aeschylus 
in vv. 1017—1070 which is developed by Sophocles in 
the Antigone (459—469). 

What occasions these reflections on the marvellous 
contrivances of Man is the discovery that some unknown 
rebel has contrived to cast the dust of burial on the corpse, 
and in so doing has committed crime against the State or 
‘City.’ Like all Sophocles’ lyrics, it is written with a 
brilliant fire and spirit; but it would be a mistake to regard 
the ideas as having been the poet's own invention. The 
merit lies—and this is true of Choral Lyrics generally—in 
the proper application of them; in the skill that makes 
familiar tenets an apt comment on the situation, showing 
how accepted morals are exemplified and pointed by the 
present case. The ideas themselves belong to Pythagorean 
philosophy: Man's weapon is his Wit or Reason; this has 

H. I9 
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In the treatment of these ideas by Sophocles some 
points are stressed or coloured for his purpose. For 
instance, where a prose-writer would have said: $póvgsuw, 
he chooses the phrase áveuóev фрдутра, which suggests the 
proud imagination of the heart, windy in its range and in its 
vanity ; and he plays upon the note escape, pevyew, pengi, 
$vyas, with ominous reiteration. 

Then, as it should, the chorus leads up dramatically 
to the following scene, They have just exclaimed 77e man 
that doeth it, when the culprit enters under guard—deyond 
all dream ! a woman, 


Page 121. Antigone 781. Various familiar attributes 
of Eros are here touched in Sophoclean manner with 
a delicate allusive hand; Love as a Campaigner—both 
in metaphor and fact, Love that ranges overseas, the 
tyrant Love with empire over all the inhabitants of earth 
and sea and Heaven itself, Love as a Disease, a Madness, 
Love as Law-defier, and a Power Divine and irresistible: 
Plut. Mor. vil. р. 132 oi ptr yap vócov tov épwra, ol Û 
emdvpiav, ol дё paviav, ої de бєїду Ti knpa тїз puys kai 
дацабуєоу, ot Ò avrırpus бєбу üyayopevovouw. 

The words тарєдроѕ Фу apyais I regard as a corruption, 
probably through a gloss. The idea may be collected best 
from a phrase to which Paul the Silentiary gives a witty 
application in Anth. Pal. v 293, Gerpov "Ерш ойк olde 
Binuaxos: from Simmias in A. P. xv. 24 «кє бє no: Tata, 
GaAdccas тє puxós, ҳаЛкёоѕ Obpavós re' | rûv 0. ¿yo Єкуосфі- 
gapay шулуу ckürTpov, Expiov 0€ Geots Oéperas: and from 
Achilles Tatius i. 11 where Love overawes the Judge: év 

19—2 
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for it was notoriously in the *insolent rash pride of youth' 
that Xerxes made his expedition (Aesch. Persae 746, 784, 
13); and lest any one should miss his meaning, Sophocles 
enforces it by using the word répoas to suggest the Persians. 
Probably in Aeschylus Persae 66 rerépaxev pêv 6 mepaemrokıs 
109 стратоѕ a double play would have been recognised, for 
the scholiast on Hesiod ТЛеоропу 356 explains the name 
Ileponis бій TO ато тотоу eis тотоу тєрау, and 377 Пёроту 
ту Tdv астршу OaTepaioctr. 

The colour of olive-foliage is like that of willows,—only 
spiritualized: but it is shifting and elusive, varying with the 
light and what it shows against; on a hill-side in the 
distance it will sometimes look like faint blue vapour. 
In its origin, it seems that yAavkos meant no more than 
sheeny, lustrous; and that too is true of olives; but for 
the blue colour of Athena's eyes see Frazer Pausanias п 
p. 128. 


Page 128. ôðpov тої peyadou daipovos, the gift of her 
great Fortune, The дарор, Genius, of a Man or House or 
Country was (as I have explained in the Journal of Philology 
XXX p. 304) a personification of the potpa, Portion, Lot, 
Fate, Luck or Destiny, attached to each at birth; corre- 
sponding precisely to the Star assigned him by astrology. 
дХВіодайиаши is of blessed fortune; the poets use dAfjws and 
öAßos in the same sense, and with the same implications, as 
evoaiuwy and evdayuovía; and péyas ĝaipaw is with them a 
synonym of péyas оАВоѕ. The phrases Bapis daipwv or 
Bapvdapovia or Bapeia rúxy, heavy (grievous) Luck, were 
developed by poetry into the image of a bird of prey that 
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Epaphus (p. 83) and it is a son of Zeus by Alcmena, a 
descendant of her own, that is to set Prometheus free. 
Therefore it is with ‘force denign’ that Zeus possesses her 
(karacxerov cipevel Bia kricas Supp. 1077). 

So it is with the Avenging Goddesses. Henceforward, 
under Zeus, they are to be regarded as benign (Hijevides) 
and salutary ; in accepting them, the citizens of Athens are 
accepting Fear's deterrent influence from crime: theirs is 
бацібушу хары Biatos céÀua oeuvóv тибушу, for, as they 
preach themselves (Zum. 523), бирфере софроуєу tro areveı, 
In bowing to their chastening influence, the Athenians will 
be ewdpovobvres êv xpóvo (p. тоб) like Prometheus. 

In each case the reconciliation is effected by a Mediator 
who is the child of Zeus—in the Prometheus, Heracles, in 
the Eumenides, Athena. 

I have shown in the Journal of Hellenic Studies 1906 
p. 272, that the whole of the procession at the close was 
designed by Aeschylus to be a reflection of the great Pan- 
athenaic pageant. The Panathenaea—‘All Athens ’—was 
the National Feast, held under the presiding glory of 
Athena; and the great event was the Procession, scenes 
from which have been immortalized by Pheidias upon the 
friezes of the Parthenon. A most notable feature was that 
not only the Citizens but the Resident Aliens or Denizens, 
pérowoi who had been granted an abode in Athens, were 
permitted to take part in the procession. They were not 
viewed with favour usually, but on this occasion all who 
dwelt under the protection of Athena were united in a 
common spirit of good will. Indeed the Denizens, for 
special honour, were arrayed in scarlet robes (évdeduxores 


NOTES 287 


‘Eur.’ fr. 620 xAver' à Moipat Avs aire rapa Üpovov гухотата 
dey £lopevaı In Hesiod ZWeogony 383 those who are 
'seated ever by the side of Zeus' are those whose father 
was Pallas and their mother Styx, the powers Kparos and 
Bin and ZyAos and Мікто-убо was afterwards identified 
with Athena (cf. Bacchylides x. 5, Aesch. 77:5. 147, Soph. 
Philoct. 134 Jebb). It is Athena especially who is spoken 
of as sitting by the side of Zeus: Homer Q 100, Pindar 
quoted by Plut. Mor. 617 c т) de 'Абтиа daiveru rûv rAgoiov 
dei TOU Aus тотоу éxovoa.  біаррі)дти бё û Падароѕ Aéye: 
‘rip Tvéovros ate kepavvoU ayxıora defiay Kara xeipa татрдѕ 
pér. She alone is privileged to use her Father's thunder- 
bolt (Zum. 830, etc.), because she was partly in her origin 
the Tempest (aiyis) and the Lightning, born out of the 
forehead of the Sky. See also Orelli on Horace Odes i. 
12. 19 proximos idi tamen occupauit Pallas honores, and 
compare the de Mundo in Aristotle p. 397 v. 27. 


Jb. v. 1001. тшфромобутє; should perhaps be ewdpo- 
уобутає and begin the sentence: compare the following 
note. 


Page 108. v. 1018. I see too late that the accepted 
punctuation, given here, is wrong: marres oi xarà тто, 
ПаЛЛабоє moÀw veuorres is tautology. The sentences should 
be divided thus : | 

xaipere xaípere б албы, ery ÖrmAoilo, 
mayres ol ката птоМи 

dalpovés тє Kai Вротої" 

IlaAAdóos поМи véuorres, 

шєтоїкіам $ ¿uno 

є céBovres, об ті рерфєсбє ouupopas Biov. 
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The State decides that Eteocles shall be granted burial 
with full honours; he had been the friend of the State; 
whereas Polyneices had been its enemy, and shall therefore 
be cast out with dishonour to the birds and dogs, and no 
one, upon pain of death, shall bury him (Aesch. Theò. 
998—1015, Soph. Ant. 194—210). Antigone resolves to 
disobey the State and to contrive some means of giving 
burial to her brother; human justice and the laws of 
a City are variable and unsure, those of the Gods (as 
the Bacchanals contend in Eur. Bacchae 996— 1001) are 
eternal and immutable. 

This conflict between duties is a motive running through 
the Seven against Thebes—in which Eteocles is champion of 
the human State—from its opening phrase, avöpes morat, 
to the end; and it is the situation sketched by Aeschylus 
in 07, 1017—1070 which is developed by Sophocles in 
the Antigone (459—469). 

What occasions these reflections on the marvellous 
contrivances of Man is the discovery that some unknown 
rebel has contrived to cast the dust of burial on the corpse, 
and in so doing has committed crime against the State or 
‘City.’ Like all Sophocles’ lyrics, it is written with a 
brilliant fire and spirit; but it would be a mistake to regard 
the ideas as having been the poet’s own invention. The 
merit lies—and this is true of Choral Lyrics generally—in 
the proper application of them; in the skill that makes 
familiar tenets an apt comment on the situation, showing 
how accepted morals are exemplified and pointed by the 
present case. The ideas themselves belong to Pythagorean 
philosophy : Man's weapon is his Wit or Reason; this has 

H. I9 
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In the treatment of these ideas by Sophocles some 
points are stressed or coloured for his purpose. For 
instance, where a prose-writer would have said‘ dpdévycw, 
he chooses the phrase áveuóev фрбутиа, which suggests the 
proud imagination of the heart, windy in its range and in its 
vanity ; and he plays upon the note escape, hevyew, peur, 
$vyas, with ominous reiteration. 

Then, as it should, the chorus leads up dramatically 
to the following scene. They have just exclaimed The man 


all dream ! a woman. 


Page 121. Antigone 781. Various familiar attributes 
of Eros are here touched in Sophoclean manner with 
a delicate allusive hand; Love as a Campaigner—both 
in metaphor and fact, Love that ranges overseas, the 
tyrant Love with empire over all the inhabitants of earth 
and sea and Heaven itself, Love as a Disease, a Madness, 
Love as Law-defier, and a Power Divine and irresistible: 
Plut. Mor. vii. p. 132 of ner yàp vócov TOv брата, oi б 
Фпибуріау, ої de paviav, oi de Beiöv тї кіупра THs Vvyrjs каї 
бацабуюу, ol @ avrixpus Ücóv üvayopevovauv. 

The words rapeópos Фу apyais I regard as a corruption, 
probably through a gloss. The idea may be collected best 
from a phrase to which Paul the Silentiary gives a witty 
application in Anth. Pal. v 293, Oerpov “Epws ойк olde 
Вирмахоє: from Simmias in A. Р. xv. 24 «кє öé port Гога, 
@аАатта$ тє pvxós, xaAxéos Otpavós re’ | rûv й ¿yu eExvordi- 
gapay шуфуюу скйлтроу, Єкрімоу ёё Geois дёштаѕ: and from 
Achilles Tatius i. 11 where Love overawes the Judge: Фу 
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for it was notoriously in the ‘insolent rash pride of youth’ 
that Xerxes made his expedition (Aesch. Persae 746, 784, 
13); and lest any one should miss his meaning, Sophocles 
enforces it by using the word répoas to suggest the Persians. 
Probably in Aeschylus Persae 66 rerépaxev pev 6 repoérrolis 
nom orparós a double play would have been recognised, for 
the scholiast on Hesiod Zheogony 356 explains the name 
Ilepomis бій rò ато TóTOv eis тотоу repay, and 377 Пёрсуу 
Tiv тфу ücTpov біатерайшоми. 

The colour of olive-foliage is like that of willows,—only 
spiritualized: but it is shifting and elusive, varying with the 
light and what it shows against; on a hill-side in the 
distance it will sometimes look like faint blue vapour. 
In its origin, it seems that yAauxos meant no more than 
sheeny, lustrous; and that too is true of olives; but for 
the blue colour of Athena's eyes see Frazer Pausanias u 
p. 128. 


Page 128. бро» тоб peyadov daipovos, the gift of her 
great Fortune. The daipwv, Genius, of a Man or House or 
Country was (as I have explained in the Journal of Philology 
ххх p. 304) a personification of the potpa, Portion, Lot, 
Fate, Luck or Destiny, attached to each at birth; corre- 
sponding precisely to the Star assigned him by astrology. 
dABiodaíuwv is of blessed fortune; the poets use öAßıos and 
öAßos in the same sense, and with the same implications, as 
eVdaipwv and єббаціоміа; and péyas дайшшу is with them a 
synonym of péyas oóAfjos. The phrases Вар? daluwr or 
Bapvöaıuoria or Bapeia riyn, heavy (grievous) Luck, were 
developed by poetry into the image of a bird of prey that 
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Page 150. Nossis of Locri in Magna Graecia, about 
300 B.C. She was among the flowers in Meleager's Garland, 
Anth. Pal. iv. 1. 9: 
civ Ò dvapif тАєфає puporvovwv evavdepov Tow 
Моссібоє, Hs ёєАтоіѕ xgpóv Ermfer "Epws, 
'the myrrh-scented flowering iris of Nossis, on whose tablets 
Love melted the wax.’ Жосєсіда @ydiyAwooov, ‘woman- 
tongued, Antipater of Thessalonica calls her, A. P. ix. 26. 
The English poem I have set beside it is given in 
Mr Bullen's Lyrics from Elizabethan Song-books p. xix, 
and there praised as it deserves. 


Page 153. Or knocked at the door: this was among the 
practices of what, in literature, was a most important 
feature of Greek life—the Revel, «pos: see Ar. Ec. 977, 
Herodas ii. со, Dioscorides Anth. Pal. xu. 14, Propert. 
і. 16. 5, Horace Odes 1. 25. І, Claudian in Eutrop. 1. 92, 
Apuleius de Mag. 75. So much was it a recognised part of 
the game, that Ovpoxoreiv became a synonym of érn«wpalew 
(Bekk. Anecd. 42. 31, 99. 17, Ar. Fesp. 1253, Aelian JV. A. 
i. 50, Libanius iv. 1006, 1054), and the serenade, mapa- 
xAaveidupov, was also called xpovoifvpov or бъурокотікбу 
(Ath. 618c). Considering the annoyance it might cause, 
one is not surprised to hear of it as a punishable offence, 
Üvpokomav pev dSixnv Antiphanes in Stob. Flor. 116. 26. 

At the end (p. 181 fin.) Simaetha returns to this again 
with fine effect. 


Page 163. From the glossy wrestling-ground: so called 
from the oil used by the athletes, to which we have allusions 
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a funeral: but then, if properly attended, they were free to 
go abroad. Hence from Homer downwards (II 180) it 
1$ on such occasions that the sexes meet and fall in love: 
and when this old Thracian *begged and prayed' Simaetha 
to come out and see the pageant, her design—though the 
poor girl even now has no suspicion of it—was to bring 
about some meeting of this kind. It was the established 
character of the old Nurse to be a go-between in such 
affairs—Phaedra’s nurse, for example, in the Hippolytus, 
and Gyllis in Herodas. 

The homely borrowing of a holiday garment is a usual 
detail; for instance, Eur. Z/. тоо. 


Page 169, J was the colour of box: see the note 
on p. 263. 


Page 175. Then with brands flaming and axes. The 
Lover on a Revel often threatens to burn down the door 
or hew it down with axes: Plaut. Bacch. 1118, Herodas ii. 
35, 52, 65, Ath. 585 a, Anth. Pal xii 252, lamblichus 
Vit. Pyth. 112. So Horace, as an old campaigner, Odes 
iii. 26, dedicates to Venus funalia ef uectis et arcus oppositis 
foribus minaces. 


Page 183. As J have borne: dowep Úrécrav really means 
‘as I have taken it upon me,’ * undertaken’: Alcaeus r5. 7, 
éreión пратіст ima Fépyov ётташєу Töde. 


Page 187. A Greek girl would not, like a Spaniard, 
wear black, except for mourning; and she would not be 
abroad at all in public view except for some such ceremony 
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Jb. The tombstone-crested larks: a fable ‘of Aesop’ told 
by Aristophanes in the Birds 471—5, explained that the 
Lark was created before Earth ; his father died, and there 
was no earth to bury him in; but the Lark, not to be 
baffled, buried his father in his head. "The same story, ac- 
cording to Aelian JV. ZZ. xvi. 5, was related by the Brahmins 
of the Hoopoe. Prof. D'Arcy Thompson A Glossary 
of Greek Birds р. 97 says ‘The legend, which probably 
includes a solar myth, is very obscure.’ But one might 
reasonably guess that it arose from some resemblance recog- 
nised between the bird’s head and a tomb. Now both the 
Hoopoe and the Tufted Lark are distinguished by a crest in 
the shape of a ridged curve; and if any one inspects the 
funeral erġa: preserved in the Museum at Athens, he will 
hardly doubt, I think, the fable's origin: many of them are 
surmounted by an ornament precisely like the lark's and 
hoopoe's crest. 

Babrius 72. 20 speaks of ‘the lark among the tombs,’ 
and êrırvu (Suu here may merely mean ‘tomb-haunting’; 
but I felt at liberty to take my choice. 


Jb. The bidden guest: a variant, adopted in the Greek 
text, says the unbid guest. It was a proverb that A friend 
goes revelling to a friend's unbid, Gxhyti xwpalovew és pwr 
фіЛог. 


Page 199. Cackling against the Chian bard in vain. 
Theocritus here—or Lycidas at any rate—declares in favour 
of a school, and takes a side in the great literary battle 
of the day. It raged around the name of Antimachus 
(about доо в.с.) with his huge epic, the 7%edaid. The 
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| Page 211. Molon, seemingly, was some proverbial bad 
character, perhaps in Coan legend. 


Page 213. I know one picture which is worthy to be 
set beside this—the Concert Champétre of Giorgione in the 
Louvre. 


Page 215. The uncouth shepherd: Polyphemus. It 
suited the verse to say Anapus hill, but Anapus strictly was 
a river. 


Page 217. CALLIMACHUS lived 260 в.с. at Alexandria, 
where he held some position at the court of Ptolemy 
Philadelphus. He was the chief man of letters in his day, 
and his methods, through tradition or directly, have had 
influence on many writers since. Of his surviving work, the 
Hymns, with their elaborate allusions, can no longer make 
the same appeal to us, and he appears to most advantage 
in his Epigrams. The scholar in him tends to overcome 
the poet, and his simplicity to be the simplicity of artifice ; 
but in all he writes there is a force and high distinction. 

Meleager, who made the first Anthology of Epigrams, 
describes the poets who compose his Garland, each of them 
in terms of flowers, with exquisite delicacy and sureness ; 
and among them Callimachus 1s admirably touched : 

0% тє prov 
KaAAugaxov, orupelod peoróv aei péliros 
and the sweet myrtle of Callimachus, 
filled full ever of astringent honey. 
That just seizes the qualities that are so characteristic of 
his manner—the conciseness and packed concentration 
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That version, as I well know, is familiar and dear to 
many, and it is with great reluctance therefore that I am 
going to find fault with it; I should have little wish in any 
case to find fault with the author of /оліса: but if one is to 
appreciate the flavour of Callimachus, I must feel that this 
version does not represent it. The characteristic of Callı- 
machus is reserve, even to excess; and this poem, as I read 
it, is the restrained, suppressed emotion of a man in mature 
life. Now Johnson's version has nothing in it of restraint ; 
on the contrary it is, if anything, effuse in sentiment: the 
original, in fact, is a сіл sec, and Johnson has turned it into 
sweet. Callimachus, I think, has given us something rarer 
and stronger and more deeply felt. He hears the news 
just mentioned—merely єїтє tres, as in Theocritus оп p. 180 
—Heraclitus dead: but how much it means to him! what 
dear memories it awakes—his old friend, with whom he had 
spent so many happy hours together....But, he recalls 
himself abruptly, with a bitter exclamation, but all that is a 
thing of the past, ages ago! aAAa ov pér mov Terparakaı 
соди), a half-slang phrase like one of Heine's.—Yes, but 
those sweet nightingales of thine are living still beyond the 
power of Death! Now all those contrasts, or revolts, are 
missed in Johnson's version ; and Death, he taketh all away 
is not the language of deep feeling. That is my reason for 
attempting to recast it, though I am far from being satisfied 
with the result. Perhaps some other hand may use these 
hints to better it. 

The construction in the first line is és daxpu dé y” түүсү, 
a regular phrase. 

Page 218. This epigram of Callimachus has been 
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Moses, but will not show His face—* Thou canst not see my 
face: for there shall no man see me, and live.’ Since the 
beginning of the Septuagint version was made, according to 
tradition, under the first two Ptolemies at Alexandria, it 
would have been accessible to Callimachus ; indeed in one 
of his epigrams a phrase is borrowed, one can hardly 
question, from Isaiah: How art thou fallen from heaven, O 
Star of morning? says Isaiah xiv. 12, mus éfémecev ёк тої 
ovpavot б 'Eecdopos; Callimachus adapts this to be spoken 
by a lamp dedicated to Serapis at Canopus, és б! ¿ua фбуут 
абрусаѕ фусєѕ, "Бапере, müs ётєсєс̧;` Regard my lights, 
and you shall say, * O Star of eve, how art thou fallen?! 

On the other hand, I think that Orphic poems— what- 
ever may have been their dates and origins—would have 
been enough to account for the ideas: and scholars pro- 
bably may care to see some passages: 

Human eyes too weak to behold God : Orphic verses (Abel 
р. 144) quoted by Justin. Cohort. 15: 

ovdé Tis баб' érepos xwpis peyadov Вас:№оѕ. 
avrüv б обу Ópoo' пері yàp véjos darmpırrar 
таану yap Ovytois Üvgrai корал elow dv Осон, 
acÜevées Y id€ew Ala tov rávrov pedéovra, 

Sext. Emp. adv. Gramm. p. 285 yAtov тротоу éréxew 
pari tov Порроуа, каб бтоу 6 Peds tas rûv arpıBös eis avróv 
arerılovrwv owes apavpol. Cf. Xen. Mem. iv. 3. 12 seqq. 

Love incorporate with God : Orphic verses (Abel p. 202) 
say that Zeus is everything ; He is | 

xai Maris, mp@ros yevérop, kai "Ерос ToAÀvrepms 
| пута yap Фу Znvos peyadw rade сфрати keirat, 
H. 20 
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The awkward Latin has all the air of being a translation; 
the interlocutory form is Alexandrian (e.g. Poseidippus A. P. 
xvi. 275 on Kaipos) though used later too; and the 
antithetic turn of the last sentence—otros* 6 8 vpérepos was 
surely the original—that is certainly Callimachus all over. 
tis púas 15 a phrase used in riddles, Athenaeus 450 e— 
451 e, by Theodectes of Phaselis on Shadow : 
ris picts ov? daa yata dépe трофдсѕ olf бта morros 
ovre Bporolow exer уюшу avégauv Öpolav...; 
Antiphanes on a Letter: | | 
ёсті dúos yea Врёфт cwlova фто кбАлго. 
оїхі тітршскє. as in an epigram given by Bandini 
Biblioth. Laurent, Catal. u p. 336: 
devyere тобофороу roUrov TÓv "Ерота` тітросткег 
Kal TovTov пераєї сората mavra Bein. 
Lucian 1. 251, Xen. Mem. 1. 3. 13. 
каї пєришдуміти with rırpWere: as darve Ò ovk adAws Ù 
Gavarnpopinv Maecius A. Р, у 114. 


Page 232. Ай fuisse is а Graecism not only in grammar 
but in the use of ai, which is dqoív, a word in which 
inanimate or voiceless things express their intention or 
significance: it is frequent in Philostratus /magines and 
may be traced back through Theocritus i. 5o and Calli- 
machus A. P. vi. 147 to Xenophanes 1. 5. 


Page 241. MELEAGER was by birth a Syrian of 
Palestine, born at Gadara, which in those days was a home 
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of the most refined Greek culture—a Syrian Athens, as he 
speaks of it himself : 
vacos pà Өрєгтєра. Túpos, яотра dé pe тєкуоѓ 
'ArÜis dv 'Acavpious уалорёуо, Tadapa. 
His manhood was spent at Tyre and his old age in Cos. 
An appreciative Account Er him is given by Symonds 
Greek Poets п р. 3142 схо POP A Bea 


PER Co pr а pm 7698). 
Page 243. The wreath Ї wore: о. il. 34. 


59 : | | 
Me iuuet hesternis positum languere corollis, 
quem tetigit iactu certus ad ossa deus. 


But Meleager may have meant The wreath she wore. 


Page 253.  PHILODEMUS the Epicurean philosopher, 
also of Gadara, lived at Rome in Cicero's time. 


Page 255. PAULUS SILENTIARIUS at the Byzantine 
court about 500 A.D. 


Page 259. LUCIAN, about 120—200 A.D. 
Page 261. PTOLEMY the astronomer, about 150 A.D. 


PALLADAS, in the latter part of the fourth century A.D. 


TRANSLATIONS INTO ENGLISH 


Aeschylus Supplices 69, 77, 87, Eumenides 97, Agamemnon 
267, 283, Notes 277—288 
_Adcman 3 
` Anacreon 33, Note 271 
Anonymoüs 39, 43, 259 
Bacchylides 67, Note 276 
Callimachus 217, 219, 221, 225, 304, Hymn to Apollo 300, 
Notes 301—307 
Catullus 229, 233 
Horace 257 
Tbycus 27 
Leonidas of Tarentum 193 
Leontius 147 
Lucian 259 
Meleager 227, 241, 243, 245, 249, 251, 257 
Moschus 223 
Nossis 151 
Palladas 261 
Paul the Silentiary 255 
Philodemus 253 
Pindar 53, Note 274 
“7 Plato 147 
Praxilla 33 
Ptolemy 261 IL 
Sappho 5, 7, II, 13, 15, 17, Notes 262—268 
Simonides 47, 49, 51, Note 273 
Sophocles Antigone 113, 121, Oedipus at Colonus 123, Notes 
288—204 | 
Theocritus The Magic Wheel 153, Harvest Home 193, Notes 
295—301 


— 


TRANSLATIONS INTO GREEK 


Blake 145 

Byron 41 | 

Callimachus 229, Note 304 

Catullus 247 

Come, Landlord, fill the flowing bowl 43 
Ferrari 13 

Gay 37 

God save the King 45 

Heine 223, 225, 245, 247, 251, 253, 255 
Herrick 259 

Hogg 35 

Victor Hugo 185 

Landor 221, 227 

Love winged my hopes 149 

Montrose 29 

O Love, they wrong thee much 151 
Omar Khayyám (FitzGerald) 39 
Quarles 261 

Sir Philip Sidney 249 

Shakespeare 131, 133, 137 

Shelley 17, 19 

Tennyson 47 

John Webster 139 

Wisdom of Solomon 55, 59, Note 27] ¢/ j 
Wordsworth 217, 219 
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